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HART-LEAP WELL. 



Barl-Liaf mU a a imall ifring of vattr, ahtut jivi mila 
fnm RlcimimJ k YarhUre, and mar Hi tide tf ike read 

vhith Itadifrsm KicJuiKiid la Aiirigg. Its mmi ii dtrmd 
from a rtmariaile chaci, tki mimory of -ahick it prnirmd 

fy lit mommcnii spAin of in ih, ucond Part oflhtftll-ramg 



The Knight had ridden down from Wensley moor 
With the slow motion of a summer'a cloud ; 
He tum'd aside towards a Vassal's door, < 
And, " Bring another Hor»c ! " he cried aloud. 

" Another Hcom !" — That shout the Vassal heard, 
And saddled bis best steed, a comely Grey ; 
Sir Walter mounted him> he was the third 
Which he had mounted on that glwioua d^, 
Vd.lL A 
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Joy sparkled in the prancing Coursers eyes; 
The horse and JiorsatuM ate a liSp|:i^ pair ; 
But, though Sir Walter like a falcon flies. 
There is a ddefiil silence in the air. 

■A nwt din 'iBdmiiig isft Sir Walter's HaH, 
^at as they gaUop'd made the echoes roar; 
But horee and mafl ate vaoish'il, obc 3bA «1J i 
Such race, I thtnk, was never seen before. 

Sir Walter, restk* asa-veering wiad. 
Calls ta the few tirsd dog^s that yet FUUain : 
firach, Swil^ <aaA Musics noblest of tbeir kind, 
FoHev:^ sad wony i^ (heinBouutaiii «train. 

ilSie'taai^t h^oo'd, 4k t>hhl^QdvHiecf^ tteUi on 
With dv^^i^t g«staresflDd i^braidings stem; 
But bmik and ftyc-sighlTail, and, oiieiby rtie, 
TbeHtigsttK'itrctch'd'aaioog'the'moUDeaiii fiOT. 
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Where U tM Uirsiig, Ibptumult «£ tl>c cj^q^p ? 
The kf/eiP* (tat » joyfiijly iwpre .Wown ? 
T- TImI i«iC« HE Lgplv wt Uke 99 e^njbjy ra^ } 
Sir Wlluir w)4 «b« fhn vc lefi 4l«Qc. 

ThepoorH[Art toib^qi^ tbemouDtpiaH^f. ' 
I will not sfxfff to teU tov &r be fl^> 
J*« w* J »Kintwp by yfbpt dead) ^^ j 
Bvit AOF tbe 8.ii«ti|t,tidtK>^ hior JLj^^ ^ca^. 

DismonngtiDg Ijiea, li^ Iqua'd agMiut s tt>9'? i 
He !h*d 90 ffJlower, dog, am mm, por i>of : 
Uescither BiQaefc'4 iu» whip, jior blew )iia botp, 
Bat giis'd upoD ttie *po4 with aiJeitt^y. 

>C1(«! to thp .UnKn on which Sir Walter Ic^g'dj 
Stood his dimb partner in t^i; glorioiv «Gt } 
Weak 80 a lamb the Jwiff tbat it is yeau'd. 
And foouiog Uw a rcfflintain .q^v^ad. 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



Upon hia side the Hart wa» lying stretch'd : 
His nose balf-touch'd a spring beneath a hiH, 
And with the last deep groan his breath had fetch'd. 
The waters of the spring were tremUing etill. 

And now, too happy for repose or rest. 

Was nerer man ki such a joyful caae> 

Sir Walter watk'd all round, ntHth, south and west„ 

And gaz'd, and gaz'dupon that darling place. 

And turning up the hill, it was at hast 
Nine roods of sheer ascent. Sir Waller found 
Three several marks which widi his hoofs the beast 
Had left imprinted on the verdant ground. 

Sir Walter wiped his fece, and cried, " Till how 
Such sight was never seen by living eyes : 
lliree leaps have home him trom this loftf braw,. 
Down to the veiy fountain where he lice. 
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Ill build a Pleasure-house upon this ipot. 
And a small Arbour, made for rural jof ; 
Twill be the traveller'* ahcd, the pilgrim's cot, 
A place of love for damsels that are coy. 

A cunning Artist will I have to frame 

A basoa for that fountain in the dell ; 

And they, who do make mention of the same. 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart-leap Well. 

And, gallant brute ! to make thy praises known, 
Another monument shall here be raii'd ; 
Three several pillars, each a rough hewn stoB^ 
And planted where thy hooft the turf have grazed. 

And in the summer-time when days are long, 
I will come hither with my paramour. 
And with the danceis, and the minstrel's song, ' 
We will make merry id that pleasant bower. 
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Till the fboAdMiodS of thij tnountalnK fall 
My mansion vitU )U arboor shall endnre , 
— The jtty of them *hti till the fields of Swale, 
And them who d^ell among the woodi of Urt.' 

Then home be went, aiid left the Hart, stont-dead. 
With breatblfesB nostrils Btretch'dabOre the "Sprfiig. 
And stxSi ihfc Khighl perfonu'd what he had »aid, 
liis /kdK «hem)f through many a land did ring. 

Eri Ihrlce the tnoon itito hw port had itecf'd, 
A cup of stone retciv'd the living well ; 
Thnt ^UliiS rf hidt stone Sii- Waiter rear'd, 
Afid bnilt a boose of {il^asure in the dell. 

And ^tti^t the fOutifiiiii, floWen of stature tall 
With trailing plahts and ttres were JnterttoihVI, 
WfcSeli wmn corAposed a Kitle sylvan ball, 
A leaQ- ibiSttk feom Ae san and 'wind. 
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And tfiiUier, when the toDuner days were loa^ 
Sir Walter joomcT'd with his paramour; 
And with the daocen and the miostrcl's wng 
Made moriment withio that pleasant bower. 



The Knight, Sir Waiter, AtA ia eoune 
And his boutaKe in liia paternal vale.-^t 
But there ia matter fiv a lectmd iJiyifM*. 
And I to tbi» wwuld add ■" pt)'*«' t^sw 
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PART SECOND. 

Hie tnonng accident is not mj trade. 
To curl the blood I have no ready arts ; 
Tis my ddight, alone in summer shade. 
To pipe a simple aong to thinking hearts. 

As I from Hawes to Richraood lUd repairj 
It cbanc'd that I saw ataoiUDg in a dell 
Three aapins at three comers of a square. 
And one, not four yards dbtant, near a well- 

What this imported I could iU divine. 
And, pulling now the rein my horse to stop, 
I saw three pillars standing in a line. 
The last stone pillar on a dark hill-top. 
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Tbe trees were grey, wiib nddicr imu nor bead ; 
Half-watted tho square mound of tawny green ; 
So that you jutt might laj, as then I said, 
" Heie in old time tbe hand of man bas beat." 

I took'd upon the hills both fsr and near ; 
More dc^etiil place did never eye gurvey ; 
It seem'd a^ if the iprtDg-time came not here. 
And Nature here were willing to decay. 

I stood in various thoughts and fancies lost. 
When one who was in Shepherd's garb attir'd. 
Came up the hollow. Htm did I accost, ■ 

And what this place might be I then inqnir'd. 

The Shepherd stopp'd, and that same stoiy told 
Which in my former rhyme I have rehears'd. 
" A jolly place," said he, " in times of old. 
But something atJs it now ; the spot is cm^'d. 
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YiM aet ihau Efekn mmmpi ofx^m woodr 
Some 137 that tbej are bee^iea, othen ehoij 
Theie were tbs Bonmsc ; and bn* a Mansion itasd. 
The iaat polscc of a biBdred Tealai». 

The aibour docs iU own coDdidoii (ell. 
You see tbe itoDei. the foanuin, aqd die streamr 
But » to tbe gVeat Lodge, yov might ac wdl 
Hnnthalf^day for stbrgottni dream.. 

There'i neadier dog nor beifier, b<HM itor iheep, 
WiU wet [^ lifM within that cup of rtone j 
And, <^teoiiDM9, vbeti all are ftit sbIo(|], 
This'wattr dotii land forth a dolonnM groan. 

Some 137 that here ■ murder has beoi i£mk. 
And blood eriei out for blood : but, for way part,- 
I've guoM'd, whcH I've been sitting in the lan,. 
That it wu aU £pT that uofaiippr Hwt. 
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What tbodghta must through the creature's braid hste 

pass'd! 
To this place (ront the vtone npoO the ^teep 
Are but three bounds, and hok. Sir, at this last ! 
O Master I it has been a cruel leap. 

For ^rveeA houn> be ran a desperate race j 
And in my limple mind we cannot tell 
What caase the iJart might ha*c to lore ttnsplaM, 
And come and make his death-bed near the well. 

Here oH thfe glass perhaps asleep he sank, 
LuU'd by this fbraitain in the summer-tide ; 
This water waa pQt4mps the first he drank 
When he bad wander'd from his mother's side. 

Id AfttB here beneath the scented t£om 
He heatd the birds their momiog carols siug. 
And he, perhaps, fbr aught we know, was bom 
Not half a fiirlong from that oelf-same spring. 
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But now here's neither grass nor pleasant shade ; 
The sun on drearier hollow never shone : 
So will it be, as I hare often said. 
Tin trees, and stones, and founuiii all are gone." 

" Grey-beaded Shepherd, thou bast spoken well i 
Small difference Ues between thy creed and mine ; 
This beast not unobserv'd by Nature fell. 
His death was moum'd by sympathy divine. 

The Being, that is in the clouds and air. 
That is in the green leaves among the groveij 
Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For them the quiet creatures whom he lovea. 

TTie Pleasure-house is dust : — behind, before. 
This is no common waste, do common gloom ; 
But Nature, in due course of time, once more 
Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom. 
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Sbe learei these obje& to a slow deca^ 

lliat what we are, aod have been, may be known ; 

Bat, at the onning of the milder day, 

These monuraents shall all be ovcTgrown. 



One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by what she shews, aad what 
Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With s<HTow of the meanest thing that feels. 
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Thrre was a Say, ye knew him well, ye Cli£& 
And Islands of WinaDder ! many a time, 
At erening, when the stars, had ju3t besun 
To move along the edges of the hills. 
Biting or setting, would he stand alone. 
Beneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake. 
And there, with fingrav interwoven, both Ijaadi 
Press'd closely palm to palm and to hii mouth 
Uf^ifted, he, as through an instrument. 
Blew minuc hoottngs to the silent owls 
That they might answer him. And they would shout 
Across the wat'iy rale and shout again 
Eesponsive to his call, with quivering peals. 
And long halloos, and sereams, and echoes loud 
fiedonbled and redoubled, a wiM scene 
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Ofmirth and jocund din. And, vben itcbanced 
That pauses of deep silence niock'd bU skill. 
Then, lometimes, in that silence, while be bung 
Xislening, a gentle shock of mitd surprize 
Has carried &r into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents, or the nsible scene 
Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, ita rocks. 
Its woods, and tbatuncertain heaven, recciv'd 
Into the bosom of the stead/ lake. 

Fair are the woods, and beauteous is the spot. 
The vale where be was bom : tbe Church-yard bangs 
Upon a sb^ above the village school. 
And there along that bank when I have pass'd 
At evening, I believe, that near bis grave 
A fill] half-bour together I have stood. 
Mute— fiir he died when be was ten years aH. 
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Tbt BROTHERS." 



These Tourists, Heaven preserre xa \ needs must live 

A profitable life : some glance along> 

Rapid and gay, as if the earth were air, 

And they were butler£ies to wheel about 

Long a» their summer lasted ; some, aa wise. 

Upon the ierehead of a jutting crag 

Sit perch'd wi^ book and pencil on their kneCj 

And look and scribble, scribUk on and look. 

Until a man might travel twelve stout miles, 

6r reap an acre of his neighboiar's com. 



■ Thb Poem was inieaded to be the concluding poem of ■ letiet 
of pastorals, tbc scene of wbLch wu Uid among tbe mountaiol 
of Cumberland and Weatmoreland. I Diention thi« to apologiio^ 

far the »b(upmeu witb wbicb tbe poem begias. 
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Of carded wool which the oM lAaa had p3ed 
He laid hb implemeDts with gentle care. 
Each ID the other lock'd ; and, down the path 
Which from hU cottage to the chnrcb-jaid led. 
He took Us way, impatient to accott 
ITie Stranger, whom he >aw itill liDgering thov. 

Twaa one wcU known to him in former days, 
A Shepherd-lad : who ere his thirtemth year 
Had chang'd his caHing, with the mariners 
A fellow -manner, and so had fared 
TThrongh twenty seaaoni ; but he had been re^4 
Among the momitaini, and he in his heart 
Was half a Shepherd on the stormy scaa. 
Ott in the ^ping shrouds had Leonard heard 
The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds 
Of caves and trees ; and when the regular wind 
Between tbe tropics fill'd the steady sail 
And blew with (be same breath through days and weeks, 
Lengthening invisii>ly its wcaiy line 
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Along the cloudless maiD, be, in tboee honn 

Of lireiooie indolence would often hang 

Over the vesMl'» side, and ga zc and gaze. 

And, wliile the broad green ware and sparkling ibani 

Flash'd round bim images and hues, that wrought 

In uoim with the enqiloymeBt of his hearty 

He, that b^ feveriah pawtoQ overcome. 

Even with the organi of his bodil; eye. 

Below bim. In the bosom of the deep 

Saw mountains, (aw the formi of aheep that graz'd 

On verdant hiUi, with dwelling* aaiong trees. 

And Shepherds clad in the same counUy gr^ 

Which he himself bad worn.* 

And now at length. 
From perils maoifdd, with some stnall wealth 
Acqnir'd bf traffic in the Indian Islet, 
To bis paternal home be is retum'd. 



* ThU desccipiion of the Calenture ts BkMchcd from an imper. 
U& [«coUe6ion of ui admiiable on« in prose,' bj Mr. Gilbert, 
Author of Ibc Harricane. 
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With 3 detennin'd pnrpoie to remme 
The life wtuch he liv'd there, both for the sales 
fXmanj darling pleomre*, and the lore 
Which to an only brother he hat brane 
In all hit bardihips, lince that happy time 
When, whedier it Hew f«d or feir, ibty t«« 
Were brother Sfaepherdi oa tbdr native hilli. 
— They were the last of «U their race ; and atm. 
When Leonard had appioach'd hit home, hia he«t 
Fail'd in faim, and, not TenturiDg to inqnire 
Hdingaofonewhom be (o dearly lov'd. 
Toward! the church-yard be had toni'd aside. 
That, as he knew in what particular spot 
Hii fan^y frere laid, be (hence might Icam 
If stai hit Brother liv'd, or to the file 
Another grave was added.^He had found 
Another grave, near which a iiill half hoiu 
He bad reniain'd, but, as he gax'd, there grew 
Sudi a coufUuon in hii memory. 
That he began to donbt, and he bad hcpee 
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That be had soen thia heap of turf befbrCf 

Tba-t it was not another grave, but ooe. 

He had forgotten. He bad but hii path. 

At up the vale became that afteraocoi, 

llirough fidds which Once had been well known to Ut 

And Ok i wliat jof the recolle&ion now 

Sent to hi> liMTt ! he titled up his cfca, 

And lotting round he thought that be perceiv'd 

fitrangti alteration wrought on erery ude 

Among the woods and fields, and tltat the n>clu. 

And the eternal hills, themselves were chang'd. 

By this the Priest who down the field had Cfxne 
Unseen br Lecnard, at the church-yard gate 
Stopp'd short, and tbeoce, at leinire, limb by lltnb 
He icann'd him wiih a gay complaceDcy. 
Aye, thought the View, smiling to himself, 
Tis one of those who needs roust leave the path 
Of the world's bosioess, to go wild alone : 
His arms have a perpetual bcJiday, 
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The haj^ man will creep about die 6M» 

FoUowing tiis bacin by the hour, te bring ' 

Tears down hU cheek, or eolita^ snules 

Into his &ce. until the tettiog son 

Write Fool spoD his iweUead. Ftanted thus 

Boieath a shed thst overaidi'd the gate 

Of this rude chnrch-jard, till the stvs ^pear'd 

Tlie good man might have commtm'd with himself 

Sut that the Strainer, who had left the grave, 

Approach'd ; be recogniz'd the Priest at once, 

And after greetiags interciiang'd, and given 

By Leonacd to the Vicar as to one 

Unknown to him, this diak^;ue eonictl. 

LEONARD. 
YoQ live. Sir, in thcK dales, a quiet life : 
Yom- yean make up one peaceiiil lamily ; 
And who wonld grieve and fret, if, wdcome come 
And welcome gone, they are so like each other. 
They cannot be lemcmber'd. Scarce a fiuierd 
Comei to this church-yard once in eighteen moatbs ^ 
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And 7ct, some chaoges mast take place among you. 
And yon, who dwdl hen, even amoDg tbese rocki 
Can trace the finger of mortality. 
And see, that with our thteeacore yean and ten 

We arc not all that perish. 1 remember, 

For many yean ago 1 psss'd this road, 

TiusTt was a Jbot-way aU akmg the fieldi 

By the brook-side — "tis gooQ — and that dark cfcft 1 

To me.it does not seem to wear the face 

Which thu it had. 

PRIEST. 

Why, Sir, for anght I know. 
That chasm is much the same ^ 
LEONARD. 

But, sardy, yooder^ 
PRIEST. 
Aye, there indeed, your memory b a friend 
That doa not play you false.— On that tall pike, 
(It is the loneliest place of all these hiUs) 
There were two Springs which babbled side by sid^ 
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As if they had bceo nude that thejr nught be 
CoiopanioDi for each odicr : ten jears back, 
Goae to those brother fouDtains, the huge -crag 
Was rent with lig^tniDg— one ia dead Kid goo^ 
Hie otlier, left beliind, is lowing atfll.' ■ ■■ 
For accidents and changes such as theae. 
Why we have store of them \ a water-spotit 
Win bring down h^a nwuntain ; what a feast 
For folks that vander up and down like you. 
To tee ae acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One roaring catarad— a sharp May stonu 
Will come with loads of January snow. 
And in one night send twenty icon of sheep 
To feed the ravens, or a Shephn\l diet 
By some untoward death among the rocks : 
The ice bre^snp and sweeps away a bridge— 
A wood is fell'd : — and then for onr own boma ! 
A child is bom or christen'd, a field ploo^'d, 
A daughter tent to service, a web spun. 
The dd b6u9e cloth is deck'd with a new face ; 
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And hence, m far from wanting fads or datei 

To chronicle the time, we all have here 

A pair of diariei, onfe serving. Sir, 

Foithe whole dale, and me for each fire-side, 

Your's wai a stranger's judgment : ibt historiaai 

Commend me to these Tallies. 

LEONARD. 

Yet your church-yard 
Seems, if snch freedixn may be used with yon. 
To say that you arc hcedleas of the past. 
Here's ncifbcr liead nor foot-stone, plate of brass. 
Cross-bones or skull, type of our earthly state 
Or emblem of our hopes : the dead man's home 
Is but a fellow to that pasture field. 

PRIEST. 
Why there. Sir, is a thought that's new to me. 
The Stone-cutters, 'tis Uue, might beg their bread 
If every English church-yaid were like ours : 
Yet your conclusion wanders from the truth. 
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Webave- Da need of names and opitaphSr 

We talk about the dead by our firc-sides. 

And then for our immortal part^ xue want 

No symbols. Sir, to tell us that plain tale : 

The bought of death sits easy on the man 

Who has been born and dies among the moontaini ; 

LEONARD. 
Your dalesmen, then, do in each other's thoughts 
Possess a kind of second life : do doubt 
You, Sir, could help mc to the history 
Of half tliese Gf avea ?■ 

PRIEST. 

With what I've witness'd, and with what Tyc heard. 

Perhaps 1 might, and, (hi a winter's evening. 

If you were seated at my ehimney'i nook 

By turning o'er these hillocks one by one, 

Wc two could travel. Sir, through a strange round. 

Yet all in the broad high-way of the wodd. 

Now there's a grafe— your fiwt ia half upim it. 
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It looks jiut like the rest, and yet that man 
Died broken- bearted. 

LEONARD. 

1^ a common caie. 
We'll take anather : who u he that lies 
Beneath 70D ridge, the last of thoie three graves i— 
It touches on that piece of native rock 
Left in the church-yard wall. 

PRIEST. 

That's Walter Ewbank. 
He had at white a bead and fresb a cheek 
As ever were produc'd by youth and age 
Engendering in the blood of hale fourscore. 
¥oT Ave long generadons had the heart 
Of Walter's fore^thers o'erflow'd the bounds 
Of tbor inbeiitaDce, that tingle cottage. 
Yon see it ytmder, and those few green fields. 
They toil'd and wrought, and still, from sire to soQ, 
Each itcnggled, and each yielded as before 
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A. little— 7et a little— and old Walter^ 

Thtrf left to him the family heart, and land 

With other burtheos than the crop it b(»:e. 

Year after year the uld man (till preserv'd 

A chearftil mind, and buSeted with bond^ 

biteiest and mortgages ; at laat he sank. 

And went into hia grave befbre his time. 

Poor Walter I whedier it was care that (pon'd hioi' 

God oidy knows, but to the very last 

He had the lightest foot in Ennerdale ; 

Hii pace was never that of an old mm : 

I almost tee him tripping down the path 

With his two GraDdsons after him — but you. 

Unless our Landlord be your boat to-night. 

Have far to travel, and in these rough patha 

Even in the longest day of midsummer — 

LEONARD. 
But these two Orphans ! 

PRIEST. 

Oi^ana! wch tbcy were-*i 
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Yet not while Walter liv'd— for, though their Parent" 

Lay buried side by side as now they lie, 

The old Man was a father to the boys. 

Two fathers in one father : and if teara 

Shed, when he talk'd of them where they were not, 

Andhauntings from the inlirraity of love. 

Are aught of what makes up a mother's heart. 

This old Man in the day of bis old age 

Was half a mother to them. — If yon weep. Sir, 

To hear a strangcf talking about strangers. 

Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred^ 

Aye. You may turn that way — it is a grave 

Which will bear looking at. 

LEONARD. 

These Boj-s 1 hope 
They lov'd this good old Man— 

PRIEST. 

They did— and truly 
'Bnt that was what we almost orerlook'd. 
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They were such darlings of each other. For 
Though from their cradles they bad liy'd with Walter, 
The only kinunao near them in the bouse. 
Yet he being old, they had much love to spare. 
And it all went into each other's hearts. 
Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months, 
"Was two years taller ; 'twas a joy to see. 
To hear, to meet them ! from their house the School 
Was distaDt three short miles, and in the time 
Of storm and thaw, when eveiy water-course 
And unbridg'd stream, such as you may bare ootic'd 
Crossing our roads at every hundred steps. 
Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 
Would Leonard then, when elder boys perhaps 
Bemain'd at home, go staggering through the fords 
Bearing his Brother on his back.— rye seen him. 
On windy days, in one of those stray brooks. 
Aye, more than once I've seen him mid-leg deep. 
Their two books lying both on a dry stone 
Upon the hither aide : — aud oiice I said. 
Vol, H. C 
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As I rnnembfl*, looliing ronod these rockt 
And htllt on vliich we all of us were bora. 
That God who made the great book irf' the wedd 
Would blCM such piety— 

LEONARD, 

It nwiy be then — 

PRIEST. 
Never ^d worthier latfe break Engliah bread : 
The finest Sanda^ tbat the Antumn aaw, 
With aO its mcBl^ dtuters of ripe nnts. 
Could never keep these boj* away from church. 
Or tempt them to an hour of sabbath breach. 
Iieonard add Jamei ! I warrant, ctct}' comer 
Among these rocks ^ind every hollow place 
Where foot could come, to one or both of them 
Was known as well a« to the flowers tfast grew there. 
Like roe-bm±B they went bounding o'er the hills : 
They play'd like two young ravens on the crags : 
Then they could write, aye and ti|«ak toOj^'as ^mH 
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Aa many of thai betters— and kt Ldcuurd I 
The very mgbt Wore ke wen! away. 
Id my owa home I put iatt bk band. 
A Bible, and I'd wsger twenty pounds. 
That,, if he is alive, be hea k yet. 

LEONARD. 

It seenu, thete firothen have not Uv'd to be 
A comfort to each other.— 

PRIEST. 

That tbey might 
Live to that end, ie what both old and young 
In thift oar ndl^ all of m bare wiafa'd, 
Andvhat, fartaypart, I have ofted pmy' d : 
But Leonard— 

LEONARD. 
ITien James still is left among fou— 
PRIEST, 
lis of the eldei' Rrother I am speaking : 
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They ^^ ^ UnclCj he wai at that time 

A thriviDg man, and traffick'd on the seas : 

And, but for thia same Uncle, to this hour 

Leonard had never handled rope or shrood. 

For the Bojr lov'd the life which we lead here ; 

Aitd, though a vcTy Stripling, twelve years old; 

His soul was koit to this his native sniL 

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak 

To strive with snch a torrcDt ; when he died. 

The estate and howe were sold, and all their sheep, 

A pret^ flock, and which, for aught I know. 

Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years. 

Well—- all was gone, and they were destitute. 

And Leonard, chiefly for hb brother's sake, 

Beiolv'd to try his fortune on the seas. 

Tis now twelve ytAn since we had tidings from him. 

If there was one among us who bad heard 

That Leonard Ewbaok was come home ag^. 



n Google 



37 

From the great Garcl*, down byLeeza'a Bank), 
And down the Enna, far u Egremont, 
The day wpuld be a vci; featival. 
And those two beUa of oaia, which tbcre joa aeft 
Hanging in the open air"bat, O good Sirl 
Thii ia sad talk— th^1l never Mnind ibr him 
Living or dead — Wlien last we heard of him 
He wat in davety among the Moon 
Upon the Barbaiy Coast— 'Twai not a little 
That would tving down his spirit, and, no doobt. 
Before it ended in liis death, the Lad 



* The gitax Gavel, so oiled I imagine, from its rcMinblanoe 
(o the Gsbleendofabowe, iioae sf ihebigiiest of the Cum- 
berland mountaini. It stands at (he head of the seretal nlei of 
Enncrdalc, Wastdale, and Borrowdale. 
The Leeza is a River which follows into the Lake of Baosr. 
dale : on iaauing from the Lake, it change! its nameg and is 
called the End, E^ne, or Eona. k&Us into the sea a little be- 
low ^remont. 
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Wm aa^f crou'd— Poor Leonard ! when wepaited. 
He took mebf the hand and old to me. 
If ever the day came when be w«i rich. 
He anaU tetam, sad on hia Father's Land 
He would grow old among oi. 

LEONAUD. 

If that d^ 
Should come, 't»«u)d nsed« be a. glad day &k him ; 
He wmdd hiifladf, no dcuUt, be as bappf ibeti 
'As any that should moct hkiv— 

PRIEST. 

Happy, Sir^ 

LEONARD. 
You said hii kindred all were in thdr graTci, 
And that he bad one Srothet^— 

raiEST. 

That b bat 
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A fellow tale of (oirow. noin Ui j'ootk 

James, though not sidtly, jet was delicate. 

And Lcorard being dways by his tide 

Had done so many officcR about him. 

That, though he wai not of a timid nature. 

Yet still die spirit of a mountain boy 

Id him vai soHtev^iat chcck'd, and when bis BiodMr 

Wai gone to lea and he was (eft alone 

The little colour that he bad was soob 

Stolen from bit cheek, he droop'd, and pin'd and pia'd : 

LEONARD. 

But these are all thegraTCs of foil grown meo! 

PRIEST. 
Aye, Sir, tbat poia'd away : we took him toui. 
He wai the child of gU the dale— ^e Itv'd 
Three mondu with one, and six nxHiths witb another : 
And wanted neither food, nor clotbci, nor lorc, 
.\nd many, many bap^ dayi were bia. 
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But, whether blithe or sad, 'tU my belief 

HU ^)3ent Brother fttill waa at his heart. 

And, when he liv'd beoeath our roof, we found 

(A pradice till thb time unkoown to him) 

That ofxa, lisiDg from his bed at night,' 

He in his sleep would walk about, aud sleepicig 

He sought his Brother Leonard — You arc oiov'd ! 

Forgive me. Sir : before 1 spoke to you, 

I jodg'd you most unkindly. 

LEONARD. 

But this youth. 
How did he die at last ) 

PRIEST. 

One sweet May moming. 
It will be twelve years since, when Spring retnma. 
He had gone forth among the new-dropp'd larabs. 
With two or three companions whom it chanc'd 
Some further btisinesE mmmon'd to a house 
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>Vhich stands at the Dale-bead. Jamea, tir'd perhaps, 

Or from wme other canse remain'il behind. 

You see yon precipice— it almost looks - 

Like some vast building made of taaaj crags, 

And in the midst is one paiticiilar rock 

That rises like a column from the rale. 

Whence by our Shepherds it is call'd, the Pillar, 

James, pointing to its summit, over which 

They a^ h^d purpos'd to return together, 

Inft^m'd them that he there would wait tor them : 

Tbey parted, and his comrades pasa'd that way 

Some two hours after, but they did not find him 

At the appointed place, a circumstance 

Of which the}- took no heed : but one of them, 

Gtnng by chance, at night, into the house 

Which at this time was James's home, there learn'd 

That nc^mdy had seen him all that day : 

The morning came, and still, be was unheard of : 

The neighbours were alarm'd, and to the Brook 

Some went, and some towards the Lake 3 ere noon 
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Thty found bia at the foot of diat une Rode 

Dead, ani with msngled Umlit. The third day aftar 

I buried blm, poor Lad, and there be lici. 

LEONABD. 
And diat then it Kb jrare ! — Before his deatfa 
You Mtd that be saw manj faappj yean } 

PRIEST. 
Aye, that be did— 

LEONABD. 
And aU went weU witb faimf 

PRIEST. 
If he bad one, the Lad had twenty bomes. 

LEONARD. 
And you believe then, that his mind waa easy— 
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PRIESt. 
Yes, long before he died, be feund tbat tims 
Is a true fncDd to sorrow, and doIcm 
His tiHJughts were tum'd on Leonard'e luckless fbrtniie. 
He taik'd about bim with a cfaeaifiri love. 

LEONARD 

He conU cat come to an uaballow'd ecad t . 

PRIEST. 

NaT, God ibrtud I You r«»:J]Dd I mantioa'd 

A hat»t wludi diiqtiietude and grief 

Had broBg^ i^uia biro, and we a]l cooieAtti'd 

That, as the d^ was warm, he had lain down 

Upon the grass, and, waiting for Iiia comrades 

He there had ^len asleep, that in his sleep ' 

He to the toargin <^ the precipice 

Had walk'd, and from the summit bad &llen head-lung. 

And so no doubt be perish'd : at the time. 

We guess, that in bis bands he must have had 
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His Shepherd's stafF) for midway in the cItfF 
It bad been cau^t, and there for many yean 
It bung — and moulder'd there. 

The Priest here ended— 
The Stranger would have Uiank'd him, but he ielt 
Tears rushing In ; both left the spot in silence. 
And Leonard, when they ivach'd the cburch-yard gate. 
As the Priest lifted up the latch, tum'd round. 
And, looking at the grave, be said, " My Brother." 
The Vicar did not hear the words : and now, 
IVunting towards the Cottage, he entreated 
That Leonard would partake his homely lure : 
Hie other thank'd him with a fervent voice. 
But added, that, the evening being caJm, 
He would pursue his journey. So thq- parted. 

It was not long ere Leonard reach'd a grove 
That overhung the road : he there stopp'd short. 
And, sitting down beneath the trees, review'd 
All that the Priest had said : his early yean 
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Were with him in his beait : his cherUh'd hapa, 
And thoughts which had been hU an hour before. 
All press'd od htia with such a weight, that now. 
This rale, where he had been so happy, seem'd 
A place in which he could not bear to live : 
So he relinquish'd all bis^purposes. 
He travell'd od to ^remcHit j and thence. 
That night, address'd a tetter to the Priest 
Reminding him of what had pass'd between them. 
And adding, with a hope to be forgiven. 
That it wat from the weakneas of his heart. 
He had not dared to tell hun, who he was. 

This done, be went on shipboard, and is now 
A Seaman, a grey headed Marioer, 
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SLl&N IXWIN, 

Or lit BRAES tf KIRTlE* 



Fair Ellen Irwin, when ibe sate 
Upon Ae Braes of Kirtle, 
Was lovely as a Grecian Maid 
Adom'd with wreaths of myrtle. 
Young Adam Bmce beside her lajr. 
And there did they beguile the daj 
With love and gentle speeches. 
Beneath the budding beeches. 



* Tbc Kirtic is a Rivei in the Southern p&rt of Scolliod, 
Mt wboM buki the erenu heie rdued took place. 
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Frotn manf K^gbts and nuny 8(|aim 
The Braee had been Kteaed, 
And Gordon, iancit of tltem all. 
By EUen was rqe£ted. 
Sad tidings to that noble YouOi ! 
For it may be {troclaitn'd with truth. 
If Bruce hath lov'd siDcerdy, 
The Gordori torei at dearly. 

But what is Gordcni beatitaxu &ce i 
And what are Gordoo's cronea 
To them who lit bj Ktitle'i &aea 
Upon the verdaot moases > 
Alas that ever he wa* bom ! 
The Gordon, cotx^'d behind a tborn. 
Sees them and their o 
Beholds them bless'd and hi 
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^mad Gordon cannot bear the thought* 
That through his brain are travcUing, 
And, starting up, to £nice's heart 
He launch'd a deadly javlin I 
Fair Ellen saw it when it came, 
Andj stepping forth to meet the tame. 
Did with her body cover 
The Youth her chosen lover. 

And, falling mto Brace's amis. 
Thus died the beauteous Eiha, 
Thus ftom the heart of her irue-lo»e 
The mortal spear repelling. 
And Bruce, as soon as be had slain 
The Gordon, sail'd away to Spain, 
And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish Crescent. 
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But maQ^ da^ and manj montlu. 
And maay years ensuicg, 
Thu wretched Knight did vainly seek 
The death that he was wocnog : 
So coming back across the wave. 
Without a groan on EHen's grave 
Hit body he extended, 
And diere fail sotrow ended. 

Now ye who willingly have heard 
The tale I have been telling. 
May in Kirkonnel church-yard view 
The grave of lovely Ellen : 
By Ellen's side the Bruce is laid. 
And, for the stoae upon his head, 
Itfay no rude hand deface it, 
And its forlorn Hie jacet. 

vaLn. a ■ 
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Strange fits of patiioo I bare luwwo, ' 

And I will dare to tell. 
But in the lover's ear aloQe> 
What once to me befel. 

When Ac I lor'd, was itroDg and gay 
And like a nwc id June, 
I to her cottage bent my way, . 
Beneath the evening moon. 

Upon the moon t fix'd my eye. 

All over the wide lea j 

My horse trudg'd on, and we drew n!gh 

Those paths so dear to jsf. 
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And DO* ire reacb'd the orchard plot. 
And, as wc climb'd tfae bill. 
Toward! the roof of Lucy'* cot 
Tbe moon deaceaded still. 

In oae of thOK neux dretiMU I siitpt, 
Kind Nature's gentkH bofHi ! 
And, all tbe wbile, my eyis I k«pt 
On the descendiDg moon. 

My horse mov'd on ; bliO( Odtr htlof 
He rais'd and never flOftp'd : 
When down behlntt the CMta^ ro^ 
At cace the planet dropp'di^ 

What food nd vitrMti tbeogbb irill a)^ 

Into a Lover's hcad-^ 

" O mercy 1" td my^itl Mtt, 

" If Lacy ihonld be dead ! " 
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She dwelt among th' tuitrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 

And very few to love. 

A Violet by a mosBy stone 

Half-hidden from the Eye I 
— Fair, as a star when only ooe 

Is shiaing in the sky t 

She Sv'J imlnowT), and few could know 

When Lucy ceas'd to he; 
But she is in her Grave, .and Oh I 

The difference to me. 
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A alomber did my spirit leal, 

I had no human fean : 
She teem'd a thing that could not feci 

The toach of earthly jean. 

No motioa haa she now, do fcxce 
She neither heats a<« aeei 

Rtdl'd round in carth'i diurnal courte 
With Focki and stonci and trcei ! 
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Tie WjfTEEFJLL mJ iht EGLANtniE. 



" Begone, thoa fond praiiaiptwn. E^k^ 
£xclaui^d a thundering Voice, 
Nor dare to thnut tb7 foolish self 
Between me and k^ cbeice V 
A falling Water iwoln with mows 
Tlitu spake to a poor Briar-roM, 
That all bespatter'd' with hia feam. 
And dancing high, and dancing low. 
Was liring, as a child might know. 
In an unhaf^ home. 
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" Porttoii pwii aM e iny o—aoabtaa? 

Off, off! or, punjrllii«g! 

Ill had thee hMtUong witlt dw miIf 

To which thy fibres- diag." 

The Flood wu tftaxaiot» aad •DriMg ; 

Tbe patisuc Bhm ■aflbr'd long, 

Mor did he Mter gtoMi er ri^, 

HofHDg the daogesr tfmdd be pau'd : 

But Koag DO itHefj at but 

He Tcntui'd to reply. 

" Ah I" 1^ die nriar, "Blame me AMI 
Why ibould we dw^ in xrifi) i 
We wlo i« tba^, our natal apot, 
Odcc lir'd a happy life ! 
You stirrUitM oa nrr I'oeliy bed— 
What pleasure thtti^ m? vefaa yonipnaAT 
The Summer loag from day to day 
My leavea you fre^en'd and bede^'d } 
Nor was it (iWiiBnaa gratitude 
That did your cares rep^. 
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When Spring cameon with bod aod bell, 

Amoog tbcfc rocks did I 

Before you baog lay wreath to tell 

That gcDlle dap were nigh ! 

And in the niltiy summer boun 

I ^elter'd you with leaves and fipwen j 

And in my leaves now shed and gcme 

The linnet lodg'd and for lu two 

Chaunted his pretty songt-when you. 

Had little voice or none. 

But now proud thoughts are in your breast— 

What grief is mine you see. 

Ah ! would you think, ev'n yet how Uest 

Tc^ther we might be I 

Though of both leaf and flower bereft. 

Some ornaments to me are left — 

Bich store of scarief hipiis mine. 

With which I in my humble way 

Would deck you many a Winter's dby, 

A hap[7 Eglantine !" 
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What more he said, I cannot tell. 

The itream came thundering down the dell 

And gallop'd loud and faet; 

I luten'd, DOT aught else could hear. 

The Briar quak'd and much I fear, 

ThoK accents were hia last. 
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The OJK and the BROOM, 
A PASTORAL. 



His simple truths did Andrew gleaa 

Beside the babbling rills ; 

A Careful stodeat he had beco 

Among the woods and hills. 

One winter's night when through the Trees 

The wind was thundering, on his kneei 

His youngest bom did Andrew hold : 

And while the rest, a ruddy quire 

Were seated round their blazing fire. 

This Tale the Shepherd told. 
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I law a crag, a loffy sbHW - 

As ever tempest beat! 

Ottt of iu bead aa Oak had g^wRi> 

A Broom oat of ita feet. 

The time wm MoFcb, a cfacarfd oooo— 

The tfaaw-wind wUh Ijhe bmath of Jnne 

Bnatb'd gently ftov. tibe wum SopthrVflft i 

When in a voice tedaU with ag« 

This Oak, half gigat and hgl^ W«9> 

I£s neighbour thus addr^A'tt 

" £Sght weaiy ncckH thioT tocJc asd dajr. 
Along this monntain's edge 
He Pratt bilk vrpu^ hoth ni^ wd d<9% 
Wedge driving afler wedgjtF ■ - 
Look Tip, and. ij^ii^,^ afaora joor hmd: 
What trouble lurelf wiU,b« htcd ;. 
Last night I bc^Ed ■ cntbr^'tif tfuq, 
The splinters took aqfltber AMd— 

I ace tlian.jioiukn-n-wkM'* l«ii4 
For such a Thing as you ! 
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Yon are pieparing at before 

To deck your (lender shape ; 

And yet, ju^t three years back-^io mor^— 

You had a strange escape. 

Down from yon Cliff a fragment broke. 

It came, you know, with fire and smoke 

And hither did it bend its way. 

This pcmd'rons block was canght by roe. 

And o'er your head, as yon may see, 

Tia hanging to this day. 

The Thing had better been asleep:, 

Wbaterer thing it were^ 

Or Breeze, or Bird, or fleece of Sheep, 

That £rst did plant you there. 

For you and your green twigs Aecxy 

The litfie witless Shcpherd-bc? 

To come and dnmber in yonr bower j 

And tnist me, on s<xn'e sultry nooui 

Both yon and he. Heaven knows how tooa- !' 

Will perish in otw hoar. 
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From me tbit fiieodJy wanung take"— 
— The Broom began to doze. 
And thui to keep herself awake 
Did gently interpose. 
" M; thanks for yonr discourse are due } 
That it is tme, and more than true, 
I know and I have known It long ; 
Frail is the bond, by which we hold 
Our being, be we young or old, 
'Wise, fi>olish, weak or strong. 

Disasters, do the best we can, 
'Will reach both great and small } 
And be u ofl the wisest man, 
YHio is not wise at all. 
For me, why should I wsh to roam 7 
This spot is my paternal home, 
It is my pleasant Heritage ; 
My Father many a happy year 
' -Here spteail ius careless blOBSoma, here 
.Attain'd a good old age. 
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Even iQch*n htitMyhtmy lot. 
What cause have I (o ttsnftt 
My heart wUh terrors > Am I not 
In tnitb a favor'd plant ! 
The Spiing for me a garland VtAVtX 
Of yellow flowcTB aod rerdani teaves. 
And, when the Frost b lA the sky. 
My branches are so fresh and gay 
That You might look on ttie and Bay 
This plant can never die. 

The butterfly, all.green and gold. 
To me hath uften flown. 
Here in my Blowomi td behold 
Wings lovely as his own. 
When grasB is diill with raid or dew. 
Beneath my shade the mother ew« 
liet with her in&nt laind>; I see 
The love, they to ead> other oaak«. 
And the nfeet joy, wMch they putOa, 
It it a joy to me." 
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Her Toice vas blithe, her heart wai light ; 
The Broom might have punued 
Her speech, until the stars of night 
Their journey had rencw'd. 
But in the branches of the Oak 
Two Ravens now began to croak 
Tlirir nuptial song, a gladsome air; 
And to her ova green bower the breeze 
That instant brought two stripling Bees 
To feed and murmnr there. 

One night the Wind came from the North 

And blew a fiirious blatt. 

At In^ak of dajr I Teotur'd forth 

And near the Cliff I pass'd. 

The stcvm had felt'n upon the Oak 

And struck him with a mighty ilroke. 

And whirl'd and whiri'd him 1^ away ; 

And in one hospitable C^efi 

The little careleti Broom was left 

To live for many ■ day. 
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LVCr GRAY, 



Oft I had heard 'of Lucy Gray, 
And when I cross'd the Wild, 
I chanc'd to «ee at break of day 
The solitaiy Child. 

No Mate, no comrade Lucy knewj 
She dwelt on a wild Moor, 
The Bweetest Thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door ! 

You yet may «py the Fawn at {Jay, 
The Hare upon the Green.j 
But the iweet &ce of Loq' Gray 
Will nevor more be icen. 
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" To-night will be a ttomiy nigbt. 
You to Ihc Town must go. 
And take a lantern. Child, to light 
Your Mother thro' the toow." 

" That, Father ! will I gladly do } 

Tis scarcely aftemocm — 

llie Mimter-clock has jmt itrlick two. 

And yonder is the Moon." 

At this the Father raia'd his hook 
And snapp'd a faggot-band ; 
He plied hb work, and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the moantain roe. 
With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powd'ry snow 
That rises up like smoke. 
Vol.lL E 
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The storm came on be^ire its time. 
She waoder'd up and down,' 
And many a bill did Liicy climb 
But never reach'd the Town. 

The -wretched Parenti aU that night 
Went shouting tar and wide j 
fiat there was neither loupd nor sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on k hill they itood 
That overlook'd the Moor ; 
And thence they saw the Bridge of Wwd 
A fiirloog from their doon 

And DOW they homeward toni'd, and cry'd 
" In Heaven we all shall meet ! 
When in the snow the Mother spied 
"The print of Lncy'^ feet 
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Then dowmrard frata the steep h.JS\ b^b 
'They track'd the footmarks imall j . / 
Aid dirough the brokes hawtborn-hedge. 
And by the long Mone-wa)) ; 

And then an open field they ciou'd, 
llie marks were atill the same ; 
They track'd them on, nor ever lost. 
And to the Bridge they came. 

"They foUow'd from the snow^ bank 
The footmarks, one by one. 
Into the middle of the plank. 
And further there were none. 

Yet some maintain that to this diy 
She is a living Child, 
lliat 70a may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Up(m the lonesome Wild. 
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O'er lofigh and smooth abe tnps along. 
And Devei looks behind ; 
And sings a solitary song 
That wbialles in the wind. 
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Tbe IDLE SHEPBERD-BOrS, 



DV2tGE02f-GILL FORCE.* 
A PASTORAL. 



Tbe valley rmgs with mirth and joy. 

Among the hiSs the Echoes play 

A never, neyer ending song 

To welcome in the May. 

The Magpie chatten with delight; 



* X^l in the diaUa of Cumbecland md WegtmoTdaiid ii 
.a ihoR tutd tor tbe most pxtt a steep niriow tillej, witk 
a ttream running through ii. Force is the word uniTtf- 
lall J employed in itaoe dialers fOr WueifiU. 
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The mountain Baven's youngluif Brood 
Have left the Motbex and the Nest, 
And they go rambling east and west 
In learch of their own food. 
Or thro' the glittering Vapors dart 
Id Tciy wantoDness of Heart. 

11. 

Beneath i rocjt, .npM the grau. 
Two Boys are sitting' in the (ud ) 
It seemi they have no .work to do 
Or that thor work is done. 
On pipes of sycpojore they f\ty 
The fragments of s Christmas Hymn, 
Or with that plant which in our dale 
We. call Stag-horn, or Fox's Tail 
TJhicir.iBftty H*to they trim : 
And Umit as happy as die Day, 
Those Shepherds wear the time away. 
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Along the riycr'a stoDjr marge 

The sand-lark chaun» a jojroiu song -, 

The thnuh is busy in the Wood, 

And carols load and strong. 

A thousand lamba arc on the rocks, 

All newly bom ! both earth and sky 

Keep jubilee, and more than all> 

Those Boys with their green Coronal, 

They never hear the cry. 

That pliuntive cry ! which up the hiH 

Conies from the depl^ of Datigeon-(^> 

rv. 

Said Walter, leaping from the groond, 
" Down to the stamp of yon old yew 
I'll mn with you a race."— No moro—* 
Away the Shepherds flew. 
Th^ 1e^ they ran, and when Utey cat 
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Right opposite to Dungedn-Gill, 
Seeing, tfaat he should lose the prize, 
" Stop !" (o hi* conumde Wahcr cries- 
James stopp'd with no good will ; 
Said Walter then, " Your task is here. 
Twill keep you workiog half a year. 



Till you have cross'd where I shall cron. 

Say that you11 neither sleep nor eat." 

James proudly took him at his word. 

But did not like the feat. 

It waa a spot, which you may see 

If ever you to Langdale go ; 

Into a chasm a mighty Block 

Hath fallen, and made abridge of rock ; 

The gnlph is deep below, 

Aod in a bason black and small 

Recdvei a lof^ Waterfail. 
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VI. 

With staff in hand aorou the deft 
The Challenger began bis march ; 
Aad DOW, all eyes and feet, 'hath -gain'd 
The middle c^ the arch. 
When listl helieara a piteoas -moan- 
Again ! his heart within him dies— 
His pulse is itopp'd, hii breath is tost. 
He totten, pale as any ghost. 
And, looking down, he t^es 
A Lamb, that m the pocJ is pent 
Within that black and fiighdul rent. 

VU. 

Hie Lamb had slipp'd into the stream. 
And safe without a bruise or wound 
The Catarad had borne him down 
Into the gulph profound. 
His dam had seen him when he fell. 
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She saw him dovn the tfitrent boroci 
And while with alia mother'a lovp 
She from the loAy rocks tbore 
, Sent forth a C17 forlorn. 
The Lamb, still swimmiDg found and round 
Made anawer to that plaintive sound. 

viir. 

When be bad learnt, what thiog it waa. 
That sent this ruejiil cry j I wem, ' 
The Sof recorer'd heart, -and bid 
Hie sight which he had seen. 
Both gladly now defisir'd their task ; 
Nor was there wanting other aid— 
A Poet, one who loves th^ bro(^ 
Far better than tfae sages' bot^. 
By chance had thither itray'd; 
And there the helpless Lamb he found 
By those huge rocks eocompaas'd round. 
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IX. 
Ht drew it gendy Ihxn the pool, 
Aod brought it forth into the light : 
The Shepherds met him with his chai^ 
An unespeded light ! 
Into their armg the Lamb they look. 
Said they, " He's neither malm'd oor fcan 
Then up the steep ascent th^ hied 
And placed hipi at bis Mother's jidc ; 
And gently did (he Bard 
Thoae idle Sh^erd-boyi uptvaid. 
And h>dc Uiem better mind their trade. 
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*Hs said, diat some have died for love ^ 

And here and (here a chnrch-yard grave is found 

In the cold North's miliallow'd ground. 

Because the wretched man himself had slain. 

His love was auch a grievous pain. 

And there is one -whom I five years lisve tnowD ; 

He dwelb alone 

Upon Hdvellyn's wde. 

He loved The pretty Barbara died, 

And thus he makes his moan : 

Three yean had Baibara in her grave been laid 

When thm bis moan he made. 
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Oh 1 move thon Cottage from behind that oak 

Or let the aged tiee nprooted lie, 

That in some other way yoD amoke 

May mount into the sky ! 

The clouds paw on ; they from the Heavens depart : 

I look — the sky is empty space ; 

I know not what I trace ; 

Bat when I cease to look, my hand is on my heart 



O ! what a weight it in these shades ! Ye learesr 

When will that dying raurmor be suppress'd t 

Your sound my heart of peace bereaves. 

It robs my heart of rest. 

Thou Thrush, that ungest loud and loud and five. 

Into you row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit ; 

Or sing another song, ot chase another tree 
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Boll bact, w wrf rill ! hack to tby (danntaiii boniids. 

And there for ever be ibj waters cbmn'd 1 

For thou dosi baunt the ak witb tomids 

That cannot be sustain'd ; 

If BtiU beneath that pine-tree's ragged bongh 

Headlong yon waterfall mint come. 

Oh let it then be dumb ! — 

Be any thing, sweet rill, but that which thoa art uon'. 



Thou Eglafi tine whbse arch so proudly towen 

(Even like a rainbow spanning half the vale) 

lliou one fair shrub, eti ! shed thy flowers. 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to see thee nodding io the air. 

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend. 

Thus rise and thus descend, 

Distorbf me, till the sight is more than I can bear. 



79 

The man who makes this feverish complaint 
Is ODC of giant stature, who could dance 
Equipp'd from head (o fool in iron mail. 
Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was thine 
To store up kindred hours for me, thy &ce 
Turn from me, gentle Love, nor let me walk 
Within thr sonod of Emma's voice, or know 
Such happiness u I have known to-daf. 
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POOR SUSAN. 



At the comei ef Wood-Street, when day-light appean, 
here's a Thnish tliat sings loud, it hat snng for tbreeyears : 
Poor Siuan has pas»'d by the spot and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song of the bird. 

Tia a noteof CDcbantmeDt; what ails her! Sbeseei 
A mountatD ascending, a vision of trees ; 
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide. 
And a river flows on through the vale of Chedpside, 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she so often has tripp'd mth her pail. 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove's, 
The only one dwelling on earth that she loves. 
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She looks, and her heart is in Meaven, but thej ftde, 
The mist and the river, the hill and the ihade } 
The stream will not flov, and the hill will not riM, 
And the coloura have all pau'd away from her eyet. 

Pom OntcBst b retain— to recuve thee once more 
The home of thy Father mil opca its door. 
And thou once' again, in thy plain nisset gown, 
Uay'st hear the tbnub ung from a taee <tf ita own. 
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ftr tuept ■mint tit BSttMITA6E i*md m 
llLad, DmBtalJfaltr. 



If thou in the dcsr lore H Hrfnc one fiirad 
Hatt bees ■O' bappy, that thau kiK>w*(t wtnt thought 
Will, BOfDctime«, in the happiness of love 
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou rcFcrence 

Thi» quiet ipot. St Herbert hither came 

And here, for many geasons, from the world 
Kemov'd, and the affe^ons of the world 
He dwelt in solitude. He living here, 
' This island's sole inbabitaDr! -bad left 
' A Fellow -labourer, whom the good Man lov'd 
At bit own soul ; and when within his cave 
Alone he knelt before the crucifix 
While o'er the lake the catarad of Lodorc 
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Peal'd to bis orisons, and vhen he pac'd - 
Along the beach of this small isle and thought 
Of his Companion, he bad pra/d that both 
Might die in the aame moment Nor in raia 
So pray'd be : — as our Chronicles report. 
Though here the Hermit number'd bil last days. 
Far from St. Cuthbert hb beloved friend,- 
Those holy men both died in ihe same hour. 
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Frr lU Bmu Can Oullmiit) n tlu Lliadat Graimirt. 



Bude is tbu Edifice, and Thou beut mhi 

Buildings, albeit rude, that have maiatain*d 

Fropoition* more harmoniotu, and approacb'd 

To somewhat of a closer feDowship 

With the ideal grace. Yet as it is 

Do take it in good part; far he, the poor 

Vitmvini of nor village, had no help 

From the great city ; oerer on the leaves 

Of red Morocco folio saw display'd 

Tlie skeletons and pre-existing gboets 

Of Beauties yet unborn, the rustic Box, 

Snug Cot, with Coach-bouse, Shed and Hermitage, 

It is a homely pile, yet to these walls 
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The hrifer comet in the enow-itorai, and here 
The neO'-dropp'd tamb finds thelter from the vind. 
And hither does one Poet smnetimet rov 
Hb pmoace, a imall vagrant barge, np-pDed 
With pleateoiu store of heath and withcf'd fcnij 
A lading which he with hii sicUe cati 
Amtmg the moantains, and beneath thii nxtf 
He make* hit sutnmer couch, and here at noon 
Spreads out his limba, wlule, ^et unborn, the aheep 
Pantmg beneath the burthen of their wod 
Lie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of hit own hoiuehold : nor, while from hia bed 
He through that door-place looki toward the lake 
And to the stirring breezes, doerhe want 
Creation* lovely as the work of sleep, 
Fairughti, and visioDi of romantiG jo^. 
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Lrt tby wfaeei-baiTOw al(»e. 

Where&re, Satoit, piling still 

In tl^ booe-faouae bone on bone f 

Xis already l&e a hiU 

Id a fidd of battle made, 

Wldsre tiiree thoattrnd skuHs are laid. 

— — These died in peace each with the other> 

Father, Sifter, Frioid, and Brother. 

Mark the spot to which I punnt I 
From this platform eight feet square 
Take not even a finger-joint : 
Andrew's whde fire-side is there. 
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Here, ak«e, before Aine eyei, 
Simon's tickly Daughter lies 
From weakneu, how, and pam defended. 
Whom hs twedty wiotcis ICDded. 

Look but at the gardener's pride. 

How be gl<Kies, when he leet 

Roses, lilies, side hy side, 

Violets in &milies. 

By the heart of Man, his tears. 

By his l^es and by his fears, 

lliou, old Grey-beaid ! aR the Warden 

Of a &r superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear. 
Let them all in quiet Ue, 
Andrew there and Susan here, 
Nughboun in mortality. 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



Ami Bhoald I lire through bud and rain 
Seven widow'd yean without ray Jane, 
O ScxtoQ, do not then remove her. 
Let one graye bold the Lov'd and I^rer 1 
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ANDREW JONES. 



I hate that Andvew Jones : he'll breed 
HU cbiMren up to watle and lullage. 
I with the press-gang or the dnun 
With its tantara sound would conuv 
And twe^ him irom the villa^ ! 

1 said not this, because be lores 
Through the Umg iiy to swear and tipple j 
But for the poor tjear sake of one 
To whom a foul deed he had done, 
A friendless Mao, a tiavcUing Cripple I 
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For tiiia poor crawling helpless wretch 
Some Honeman who was passing by, 
A pea ay op the ground had thrown ; 
But the poor Cripple was alone 
Aod could not sloop— no help was nigh. 

Inch-thick ibe diUt lay on the ground 
For it had long been drought weather : 
So with his stafTthe Cripple wrought 
Among the dusT till he had brooght 
He haUpenniet together. 

It chanc'd that Andrew pau'd that wa^ 
Just at the time ; and then he found 
The Cripple in the mid-day heat 
Standing alone, and at his feet 
He saw the penny on the groond. 
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He stopp'd aod took the penny up ; 
And when the Cripple nearer drew. 
Quoth Andrew, " Under half-a-crown. 
What a man finds ib all hU owdj 
And so, nty Friend, good day to yoo." 

And hence I »aid> that Andrew's bc^a 
Will all be train'd to waste and pillage j 
And wiih'd the preu-gang, or the dnuu 
With its taatara sound, would coaw 
And iwecp him from the Tillage ! 
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Tbt TfFO THIEVES, 
Or lit Jait Suf' •/ JtFARlCZ. 



Oh now thatthe genius of Bewick were mine 
And the skill wUch helearn'dontheBanksoftheTyDc; 
When the Muses might deal with me just as the)r chose 
Fear rd take n^ last leare both of ?ene and (Uprose. 

What feats would I work with my magical hand 1 
Book-learning and books should be banith'd the land 
And fat hunger and thirst and such troableaome calls 
Eto; ak-boose should then have a feast on its walls. 
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The TraTcller mnild haog his wet clothes oa a chair 
Let them smoke, let them buTD. not a straw would he car 
For the ftocUgal Soa, Joseph's Dream and hb Scares, 
Oh what wooldth^ be to m^ tale of two Thierca ! 

Little Dan is anbree<]fa'd, he is three birth-days dd, 
Hia Gcandsire that age more than thirty 4imei tM, 
Tlicre'a ninety ^ood seasons of fair Bad foul weather 
Between -them, and both go a stealing bother. 

With chips is the CiKpeator ttfewing hit flow } ' 
li a cart-load of peats ^ an ^d Wmoan's doW } 
Old Daniel bis hand to the treaaore will slide. 
And bis Grandson's as busy at work by bu side: 

Old Daniel begins, he stqu short and his eye 
Through the lost look c^ dotage is cunning and sly. 
Tit a look which at this time b hardly his own* 
But tells a plain tale of the days that are flown. 
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Dan OQce hftd a heart which was mov'6 by tbe wires 
Of manifold pleasures a»d-raany desilres : 
And what If he cherleh'd his puree ? Twas no more 
Than treading a path 4rod bj tfaousandi before. 

Twa&a path trod by thousands, bat Daniel h one 
Who went something farther (hm others have gone ; 
And Oaw with dd Danid yau »ee bow it fares 
You see to W^t endi be h^ brought hb grey bain. 

{ The pair sally forA band In band ; ere the mn 
Has peer'd o>'er' the beeches their work i& begun : 
And yet into whatever eia A«y may fall, 
This Child bat half ttnows' it and that not at aU. 

They hunt through the street with deliberate tread. 
And each in bis turn is both leader and led ; 
And wherever they carry dteir plots and thdr wilea. 
Every &CC in the villege is dimpled with smiles. 
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Neither check'd bf the rich dot the needy they Foam, 
For grey-headed Dan hai a daughter at home ; 
Who will gladly repair all the damage that's donc^ 
And three, were it ask'dj would be reoder'd for oae. 

Old Man ! whcmi mad I with pity hare ey'd, 
I lore thee and lore the iwnt boy at thy side r 
Zxing yet mfly*st thou live, for a teacher ve see 
That litb up the veil of our nature in tbee. 
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A whiri-bliut firom behind the hill 
Btub'd o'er the wood with stardlng loood ; 
Then ajl at once the aii waa still. 
And showero of hail-Btones pattcr'd round. 
Where leafless OaJcs tower'd lu^h above, 
1 sate within an undergrore 
Of tallest hollies, tall and green, 
A fairer bower was never seen. 
From }'car to ^ear the spacious floor 
With witherd leaves is cover'd o'a. 
You could not lay a hair between ; 
And all the year the bower is green. 
But see ! where'er the hailstones drop 
The wither'd leaves all skip and hop. 
There's not a breeze— no breath of air- 
Yet here, and there, and every vheie 
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Along the floor, beneath the ahade 
By those embowering holliea made. 
The leaves in mytiadt jump and spring, 
As if vith pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there. 
And aJI thoce leaves, that jump and qring. 
Were each a joyous, liring thing. 

Oh ! grant me Heayen a heart at eaM 
That I may never cease to find. 
Even in appearance! like these 
£iioi^;h to ixmnfb and to itir b^ nund 1 



9S 



WANDERING JEW. 



Though the torrents from their 
Boar down many a craggy stecpi 
Yet they find among the mountains 
Hestmg-placcs calm and.deep. 

Though almost with eagle pinion 
O'er the rocks the Chamois roam. 
Yet be has some small domioioD 
Which no doubt he calls his home. 

If ou windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancii^ skiff. 
Not the less he loves his haven 
On the bosom of thetdUff. 
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Tbongh the Sea-hone tn the ocean 
Own no deai domatic cave ; 
Yet he slumbcTB without motion 
On the calm and ulent vave. 

Day and night my toils rcdoabic ! 
Never nearer to the goal. 
Night and da^, I fed the trouble, 
Of the Wandomr in mj souL 
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RUTH. 



n Google 



When Rnth wat left half desolate. 
Her Father took another Hate ; 
And u>, not seven years (Ad, 
The slighted Child at her own will 
Went waodering over dale and bill 
In tboogbtless freedom \)M, 

And she had made a pipe of itnnr 
And from that oaten pipe could draw . 
All sounds of winds and floods ; 
Had built a bower npoo the green, 
\s if the fixim her birth had been 
An Inftnt d' the woods. 
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Thoe came a Youth from Georg^'a there, 

A vaS&iary C>M]ae he vore 

With q^loidid feathers drest ; 

He brought them from the Cherokeei ; 

The feathen nodded in the breeze 

And made a gallant crest. 

From lodiaD blood yen deem him ifinmg: 
Ah no I he spake the Engliih Imgue 
And bare a Soldier's name ; 
And when America was free 
From battle and frmu jeopardy 
He croes the ocean came. 

With hue« of genina m his chedt 
In finest tones the Youth could speak. 
^While he was yet a Boy 
The mooD, the glory oCtbc son. 
And itKams that mnrmnr as they nm 
Had been his dearest joy. 
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He was a kndy Youth ! I goen 
The panther ia the wiUemesfl ' 
Wsi not (o fair as he ; 
And when he chose to sport and phy; 
No dolphin ever vms so gajr 
Upon the tropic sea. 

Among the Indians he bad (bugbti 

And with bim many tales he brought 

Of pleasure and of iear. 

Such tales as told to any Maid 

By such a Youth in the green shade 

Were perilous to hear. 

He told of Girls, a happy root, 

Wbo quit tbdr fdA with dance and shont 

Their pleasant Indian Town 

To gatho: Btrawbcmes all Hay loag. 

Returning with a choral song 

When day-light is gone down. 
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He spake of planto divine and itmngA 
That eVrj day their btoMcms change. 
Ten thousand lovely hues I 
With buddii|g> fading, &dsd Sawai 
They stand the wonder of the bowed 
From mora to evening dews. 

He tdd of the Magndia,t *pread 
High aa a cloud, high over bead ! 
The Cypress and her spire,. 
Of *flower3 that with one scarlet ^eam 
Cover a hnndred loaguea-and seem 
To set the biUo on fire. 



■f- HigDolii gnadiflois. 

■Thetplendidippeirancc of tbetbutfletflowcn, wbicb 
■tcKtmicd with Buch piofuiioo Qvar ihe Hills ia the 
SaathcTD puts of Noiih Amcclca ia bequeiitlj meiuioncd 
bj Barinm in bia Tnvab. 
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And maiif an oiAeu cndltsB \ttko 

With all its feiiy- crovdfr 

Of islands that together Uo 

As quietly as spots of'skj 

Among the evening clouds ; 

And then he snd " How swoet iCvne 

A fisher or a bimter there. 

A gardener in the sbadei. 

Still wandering with »> «a^ raind 

To build a honsehold fire and find 

A home in evety glade. - 

What days and wlmt swwt years I Ab n 
Oar life were lifo indeod, vUi thn- 
So pass'd in quiet blisi. 
And all the whito"^ saidlie f to khoff ' 
That we were in a- woHd of warn, 
<fa sot^ an eartb as tbi s 1^ 
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And then he MMDctiities interworc ' 
Dear ibtmghtf aboot a Pather'a lart, 
" Fw there," said he, " are tpun 
Around the heart such tender ties 
That onr own children to oat eyes 
Are dearer than the niQ. 

Sweet Rath ! and could ^oa go vith me 

My helpmate in the woodt to be. 

Our shed at night to rear ; 

Or mn, my own adopted bride, 

A tflvau hoDtreu at my side 

And drive the flying den*. 

Belored Rndt I" No more he said 
Sweet Ruth almie at midn^ht shod 
A lolitary tear. 

She thought agun— aad did agree 
With him to eaU across the sea. 
And drive the flying deer. 
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" And hdw, u fitting ii and righ^ 
We in the Church our &ith will [dight, 
A Hufibaud aud a Wife." 
Even eo thty did ; and I may.iajr 
That to aweet Rudi tLot bappr day ' 
Wa* mwe than human lifs. 

Through dream and vtuon did the sink. 
Delighted all the while to tUnk 
That on thote Itnesome floods .. 
And green Savannah* ihe ifaooid shf 
Hii board with lawfiil j^, and bear 
Hi* name in the wild woods. . 

But, as 70a hare before been toM, 
Hiis Stripling, aportire gay and bold^ 
And, with his dancing crest, 
So heautiAil, through savage land* 
Hadroam'd about with vagrant band* 
Of Indian* in the Weit. . 
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The wind, the.t(!mpMToatugfaigii, 
The tumuh ofa tropic tky 
KHght well be dangeroiu food 
For him, a Youth to wiiom wa« gh 
So much of earth >o mucli of Heare 
Aad such impetuous blood; 

Whatever, ib thoee cUoies he £and 
Irregular in sight Ar Muad 
Did to tiis mind impart 
A kindred irapulKi, Moa'd allied 
To his own potnta, «ndj<utifit4 
The workings of bis hearts 

Nor less to feed, ft^aptnoae thooght 
The beauteoiU fiiitna of Nature wfs 
Fair trees and lovely iomtxt ; 
The breezes thetr oim languor lent, 
The stars had fisetlngs which they » 
Into thoee magic bowers. 
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Yet, in his wont pnnuits, I wwDi 
lliataometimei thve £d iMnvese 
Pore hopes of high intoit : 
For passions Snk'd to fynan so ftdr 
And ■tatdf, flceds mut have their share 
Of Doble sentiment. 

Bat ill he lir'd, [naeh«vil salr 
With tarn to wham oo bcWer low 
Nor better life was'kaown ; 
Deliberately aad wdttntT'd 
Those wild meo^ vices he ivc^T'd, 
And gave them back his own. 

His genius and his tnerri tnttK 
Were thus impair'd, and be became 
The slave of low desires ; 
A man who ^thout'Sdf-eontroiil 
Would seek what the degraded soul 
Uawoithilj adnurcs. 
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And yet he with oo felgn'd delight 
Had woo'd the Maiden, day and night 
Had lov'd her, night and morn ; 
What could he lew than Love a Maid 
Who«e heart with so much nature jda/d 
So kind and so forlorn ? 

But DOW the pleasant dream wai gone. 
No h(q>c, DO wiah remain'd, not one. 
They atirr'd him now no more. 
New objeds did new pleanire giTc, 
And once again he wiah'd to live 
Am lawless ai befcore. 

Meanwhile ai thos with him it fared. 
They for the voyage were prepared 
And wait to the lea-shore. 
But, when they tbhhcr came, the Yootfa 
Deserted hu poor Bride, and Ruth 
Coold never find him more. 
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" God hdp thee Ruth !" — 9tich paioi ihe had 

Hiattbe in halfayear wai mad 

And in a prison hous'd. 

And there, exalting in iits ttrongi. 

Among the mnsic of her loDgs 

She fearfiilly cannu'd. 

Yet sometimei sulder hoars she knew. 
Nor wanted nin, nor lain, nor dew, 
Kor paitimes of the May, 
They all were wth her in her cell. 
And a wild brook with chearfiil knell 
X)id o'er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain 
There came a respite to her <psaa. 
She from her prison fled } 
But af the Vagrant none took thoi^ht. 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her belter and her bread. 
Vol. U. H 
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AnxMg t^ llelilt «6(i fttcath'd agatfl i 
The master-curreM df h*f brtin 
Ban permanent and free. 
And to the pleaisint Buikil at Tdiie* 
She' took her vaj, to dtt<ti alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The eagine* Of her griff, tifb tbdtt 
That shap'd hfer lormw, ntclu tnd po4dt. 
And ain thai gently >lir 
The vernal leav^, du: lovad tltlna AiH, 
Nof ever ta:^d thdm trith ttie ill 
Which bad been done ts hbt. 



• The Tom ia a River oTSamerseuhire at no great d 
Pittance from the dulnCoCk Mi%. 
are alladed (o « feir St^uu below, 
tifiil, ind in most placea licbiy c 
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A Bam ber wn^ ^ Ei^ief, 

But till the wannth of f uRunn fjkicp. 

And smnnier dayi b gp^e, 

(And in thii ttifi. ^^ all agree) 

She itcept bftnotli the giecowood tie^. 

And other hune hath pone. 

IfafaeiB pren'd bf vant of foiod 
She from hfcr dwelling in the w«p4 
Repairs to a road lide. 
And there ehe bf^ *t .one tb^p pUlCft 
Where op and down mtb ^9t*J ^Kc 
The honemen-travellaif ride.. 

That oaten pipe of hen it mnte 
Or thrown away, bnt irith a Ante 
Her ImdlncM ahe cheers } 
Una flute made of a hemlock stalk 
At erening in his homeward walk 
The Qnaotock Woodman bean. 
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I, too hare pan'd her cm the hills 
Setting her little Tater-milla 
By ipouts and fountaiiu wild, 
Snch small machinery as she tora'd 
Ere ibe had wept, ere sbe bad monm'd 
A jQoag and ha[^ Child I 

Farcwel I and when thy days are told 

Ill-fated Ruth ! in hallow'd mold 

Thy coipae shall bmied be. 

For thee a fonerat bell shall ring. 

And all the ccmgregation itng 

A Chriitian paalm fiir thee. 
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Strangci ! thii hillock of mishapen rtonei 

If not a rain of the ancient time, 

N«:, u perchance thou nahlj deem'«, the Cairn 

Of some old Britiab Chief : 'di nothing mora 

Than the rode emhiTO of a Uttie iaftoB 

Or pleanire-houK, whidi was to have been built 

Among the Inrcb-trees of this rockj iile. 

Bnt, a* it chaoc'd. Sir WiUiaiQ having learn'd ' 

That from the shore a full-grown mata might ^nUiS, 

Andmake hinudf afnenan of thia qrat 
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At any hour he chose, the Knight forthwith 
Deaiated, and the qaany and the nunind 
Are moDiunenU of !ilii (mfiiAsh'd taak.^— 
The block on whkh these lines are trac'^» periiqMt 
W^ bjn^^^reaiea ABe adHier-ftdiid 
Of the btended pile, which would have been 
Some qufUDt odd play-thtng of elaborate Bkill, 
So that, I gnew, the linoet and the thnuh. 
And other little builden who dwell here. 
Had wonder''d3t-Q>e wbrk. -Btiibrabie'Inai not. 
For (Ad Sir WiUhufa Was a igeiiQe Knight 
fired in'tbis'T^'to WMchfae appertaio'd 
\rith all -fail iuceslrjr. Th^'txaee fa bitn 
And fx the odtra^'wlucfa belodilerltVI 
Entlre-Mgireilai.-^^^ut if th«i «rt ttW 
On fire wttbtfiylrapatibiiee to-Ueeohie 
Anl'bntaiterf'th^iiimiiitahis, ir<Usiuib'd 
%-bebitlM'eoDceptttxJs, 'th<Ai1)'dBf fieWi 
Outoft^qnwtfodt dtcdemaM 
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Of tbj trim manual dotin'd toon to Uaze 
In.mow-whitc aplendoar, think agwi, and taught 
Bf dd'Sir'Wlllkiii and his qoany, leave 
Thy fragmentito the bramble and the rose^ 
SRwre let the nmal tlow-wonn mu Junuetf, 
And let the rcd-brcait btif from stone to stone. 
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in ph hlliri, tit tumeiaf lit fmral ftritm vh ia*( 
tm SehKlmaitiTi litre lincr tit fnmJatlui if tin Sthrl, 
vili At tim't al viki thtj tnlttii mpm a»i j»iUid tith 
«^«. Offtiili Hit tf tilt Homti lit Aatitr-^ri/t lit 
fiUrvil^ laui. 



If Nature, &t a ftvorite Child 
In thee hath temper'd so her clay. 
That every hour thy heart nma wild 
Yet aerer once doth go astray. 

Read o'er these lines ; and then rcriew 
^is tablet, that thus hnmbly rears 
In ancb diversity of hue 
Its Imtoiy o£ two hundred years. 
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—When throi^ thii little wieck of&me. 
Cypher and syllable, thine eye 
Has travell'd down to Matthew's namet 
Faiue with no common sytppothy. 

And if a slewing tear should wake 
Then be it neither check'd nor st^d : 
For Matthew a reqne«t I make 
Which for himadf he had not made. 

Poor Matthew, all hit fivlics o'er, 
la silent at a standing pool. 
Far trom the chimney's mcny roar. 
And mummr of the viUaa^e school. 

The »ghs which Matthew heav'd were sight 
Of one tir'd out with fim and madness; 
The tears which came to Matthew's eyei 
Were tears of light, the <^ of gladneu. 
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Yet MXiMliiBM «ken lbe aecret cup 
Of still and BciioiuthoiiBbt wxBtnoBBd 
It seem'd uaf-^t^nmk it'op. 
He fdt with tpidt jo {vofonBd. 

— Thoaioul of Gk)d'a boit eudil7;maidd, 
TIiou happy mil, and ainitSie 
That these two wonkef gUttBring gold 
Arc an that nmtimun-aflhee ? 
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Tiw jiprh. Monmms. 



We walk'd aloD^, ■A'htte'brigfat Shd t«a 
Uprose (he momiDg aun. 
And Matthew noff/a, itti'lOtft'd, Utd'MicI, 
" The will of God be done r 

A Tillage SdiabknMCr ^raa He, 
With hair of glittering 'gt«y ; 
As blithe a man ik> ycruiiouldtee 
Ou a spring holidaj. 

And (»i that Aa^Bg, ' through Wb'g^, 
And bf the iteaming ifEti, 
We traveil'd laO^y tn pSu 
A day among the 1^. 
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" Our work," said I, " was well begun ; 
^en, from tb7 breast what thought. 
Beneath so bcautiitil a sua. 
So sad a sigh has brought ? 

A second time did Matthew stop. 
And fixing stiti his eye 
Upon the eastern mountaiD-tt^ 
To me he made reply. 

Yon cloud with that long purple cldt 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this which I have left 
Full thirty yeais behind. 

And on that slope of sprmf^ing coca 
The sdf>same crimson hne 
Fell from the sky that Ajiril morn. 
The same which now I view ! 
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With rod and line my aUent sport 

I plied by Derwent'i wave. 

And, coming; to tlie cknrcb, stopp'd short 

Betide wy Daughter's grave. 



I^e (onunera had she acarcelj seen 
llic pride of all the vale ; 
And then she sang 1— «fae wo^ have bt 
A veiy nightingale. 

Six feet in earth my Emma lay. 
And yet I lov'd her more, 
Fct 10 it Kcm'd, than tin that day 
I e'er had lov'd befin«. 

And, taming from her grave, I met 
Bende the church-yard Yew 
A blooming Oirl, whose hair was wet 
With piMDts of mOTmog dew. 



A batkct on her h(M4 flw. bmfc 
Her brow was Bmooth 904 white. 
To Mc a (^iM IP Yvj &iri 
It wai s pure delight! 

No fountain Gtfm iH (BCky «ff « 

Kex tripp'd with foot so fnth 
She se«m'd w Ihi^ m 4. .vww 
Tliat dances (m the sea. 

There came from 1^. 4«^.0f]^Bki 
'Which I conld ID confiqe ; 
I look'd at her wd }o(A'<1asm1i 
>-Axid did not wish her mias. 

Matthew is in jhisgt^Me. ^ctjicnr 
Metbinks I see him sttod. 
As at that rfstpvtt. intMiiiboggb 
Of wil^g in bis bapd. 
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Tie POUlfTAIN, 

A CmtrialiKi. 



We talk'd with open heart, and toi^He 
Affe£donate and true; 
K pair erf" Friendi, thoi^h I was jttiag. 
And Matthew leveotjr-two. 



We lay bcneadi a'l] 

Beude a moaty scat. 

And fnaa the tnrf a imttBili tmike, 

Aod gnrgled at our feet. 

Now, Mattbew, let m tiy to maldi 
This water's pleasant tune 
With some old BoKder-wng, or cKich 
That raitf a summer'*' aook 
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Or of tbe Chnrch-dock and the chimes 
Sing here beneath tbe ihade, 
Hiat balf-mad thing of vittj ihymes 
Which 70a last April macte ! 

On ulence Matthew la^, rod ^ed 
The ipring beneath the tree ; 
And thus the dear dd Mao relied, 
Ihe grcy-hair'd Man of glee. 

" Down to the vale diia water itecf^ 
How merrily it goei 1 
Twill niunnni on a tbooaaod jtan. 
And flow e> now it flowi. 

And here, on this delightful dsy, 
I cannot chnae but think 
How oft, a vigoFoiu Man, I lajr 
Beaide thii Pountun'a brink. 
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My eja are dim with cbildiih teat^ 
My heart is idly Btirr'd, 
For the same sound is la my can. 
Which in those days I heard. 

Thus fares it still io our deci^ : 
And yet the wiser mind ' 
Moums less for what age takes away 
Than what it leaves behind. 

The blacklHid in the summer trccS) 
The lark upon the hiU, 
Let loose their carols when they please. 
Are quiet when th^ will. 

With Nature never do tity wage 
A foolish strife ; they see 
A happy yoath, and their old age 
Ib bcantifid and tree : 
Tol.II. I 
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But we are prest'd by heavy lavii 
And often, glad no more. 
We wear a face of joy, becanae 
We have been glad of yore. 

If diere ia one n^ need bemOEUi 
Hu kindred laid in earth. 
The honshol^ hearts that were hli own. 
It ia the man oi mirth. 

My days, my Friend, are almost gone. 
My life hai bran appror'd. 
And many lore me, but by aoat 
Am I enough beloT'd." 

" Now both himidf and me he wroap. 
Hie man who thoa com|daini t 
I live and ling my i<Se longi 
Upon theae happy pUini, 
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And, Matthew, for thy Ch3dreD dead 
111 be a son to thee !" 
At this he graip'd his hands, and said» 
" Alas r that cannot be." 

We ro« np from the fountaui-side> 
And down the smAoth deaccct 
Of the green sheep-track did we glides 
And through the wood we went. 

And, en: we came to Lconarf's Bock, 
He sang those witty rhymes 
About tb6 craxj old diuTch-clock 
And the bcwildar'd diitnes. 
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■ It leeim a day. 



Ooe of thoM hcaveoly days which cannot die. 
When forth I sallied from our cottage-dooi,* 
And with a wallet o'er my shoulder slung, 
A DuttiDg qOok. in hand, I tum'd my step* 
Towards the distant woods, a Figure quaint, 
Trick'd out in pfOud lUsguisc o( Beggar's weeds 
Fat on for the occasion, by advice 
And exhcMtalion of my frugal Dame, 
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Motley accoBtrementa ! empower to unile 
Al thDms, and brakes, and brambles, and, la tnitb, 
Afore ragged than need was. Among the woodi. 
And o'er the pathless rocks, I forc'd my way 
Unti], at length, I came to one dear nook 
Unvisited, where not a broken bough 
Droop'd with iti wither'd leaves, ungnicioui sign 
Of devastation, but the hazds rose 
Tall and tit&, with milk-white dmten hung, 
A virgin scene ( — A little while I stood, 
BreatbJBg wkfa such suppression td the heart 
A* joy delights- in j and with wise icstraint 
yglupbious, feariess <^a rival, eyed 
Hie banquet, or beneath- the tree* I. sate 
Among the flowers, and with tbe fiowers I pEay'd j 
A temper kD«wn to those, who, after long 
And weary czpc£lation, have been blest'd 
With sudden happiness beyond all hope.— 
—Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves 
The vudets of five seasons re-appear 
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And- fade, uqsecn by a,ay. btuDan eyt. 
Where fairf watei-brcakg do naunour ou 
Foi ever, and I saw the Bparkltog fgani. 
And with my check oq «ie of thote green itooee 
lliat, flcec'd v'^th mow, }wieath tb* sbidy trees. 
Lay round me Katter'd lifce.a flock of «h0C{^ 
I beard tbe nuumur and the monaoring aooiid, 
Id that iweet mood when pleasure Iqvft to pay 
Tribute to eaae, and, of its joy secure 
The bean luxuriatea with intHSereot thing*> 
Watting, its fcindlioeea on etocka and ftonea. 
And on the vacant air. . Then up I rose. 
And dragg'd to eailh bo^h branch and bough, with crash 
And merciless ravage ; and <he shady aook 
Qf bazeb, and the green and moi^ bower 
Deform'dandsuUied, paUendy gavenp- 
Tlieir quiet being : and unless I sow 
Confound my present feelings with the past. 
Even then, when from the bower I tum'd awayi 
Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings 
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I felt a tenie of pain when I beheld 
The lilent trees and the intmding sky.— 

Then, dearest Maiden ! more along these ihadca 
In gen^coeM of heart with gentle hand 
Toucb,— — for there is a.Spirit in the woodi. 
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^rer yeaiB ibe grew in iud and abower, 
Titta Nature taid, " A lordicr flown 
On caith wa» never lown -, 
niis Chita 1 to myself wiU take, 
Sie ihaU be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of nay own. 

Myself will to my darling; be 

Both law and impulse, and with me 

The <^r) in rock and plain. 

In earth and beayen, in glade and bower. 

Shall feel an oreraceing power 

To kindle ot restrain. 
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She ■ban be spoTtiTe ai the &wa 
Tbat wild with glee acroH the hwa 
Or up the nwuntatn springs. 
And ben sbaU be the l»eatbing balm. 
And hen thr; silence and the cahn ' 
Of mute inaeniate things. 

The floating clouds tbur state shaU ieai 
To her, for her the willow bend. 
Nor shall she fail to see 
Even in the moticms of the itcnm 
A beauty that shall mould her fonn 
By ulent ij'mpathjr. 

The Stan erf' midnight shall be dear 

To her, and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret phce 

Where rivulets dance their wayward round'. 

And beauty bom of murmuriog sound 

Shall pass into bar face. 
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And vital i^dingij of deligbt 

Shall rear her form to acat% heigbt. 

Her' virgin bosom swell, 

Such tbougfati to Lucy I will give 

While she and I together live 

Here in this happ^ dell. 

Thua Nature spake— Tlie work wa« d 
How Boon my Lucy'a race was run I 
She died and left to me 
This heath, this calm and quiet scene 
The memoiy of what hat bccDj 
And never more will be. 
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Tbt PET-LAMB, 
APASICRAl. 



The dev vai iidliiig fait, the itan bogan to blink j 

I beard a mce, it said. Drink, pret^ Creature, djink !, .- 

And, looking o'er the hedge, before me I Mpic4i 

A mowrwhite moontain Lamb with a Maiden at its lide. 

No other sheep viira near, the Lamb was oU alone. 
And bj a ilender cord was tetber'd to a stone j 
With one knee on the gra«s did the Httle Maiden kneel. 
While to that Moontain Lamb she gave its evening meal. 

The Lamb vbUe from her hand he thus his supper took 
Seem'd to feast with head and ears, andliis tail with. pleasure - 

shook. 
" Drink, pret^ Creatine, drink," shesaid in sucha tone 
That I almoat receiv'd her heart into ID7 mm. 
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Twai little Barbara Lewthwaite, a Child ofbeant)' raR> 
I wattjh'd them with delight, thtiy were a lovely pair. 
And now with empty Can the Maiden tum'd away, 
Sut ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay. 

Towards the Lamb she look'd, and tirom that shady i^acr ' 
I unobBcrr'd could see the workings of her face : 
If Nature to her tongue conld measiir'd numbers bring 
Tbiu, thought I, to ber Lamb that little Maid would sing. 

" What aUt thee, Yoimg One ? What ? Why puD so at th^ 

cord? 
Is it not well with (hee ? Well both for bed and board > 
Thy plot of grass is soft, and grceir as grass can be. 
Rest little Young One, rest ; what is^t that aileth thee ? 

What is it thou would'st seA ? What is wanting totby heart ? 
Thy limbs are they not strong ? And beautiftil thou art : 
This grass is tender grass, these flowers they have no pccn. 
And that green com aH day is rostling in thy ears. 
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If the Sua is sbbiog hot, do bnt itretch thjr wooUea chain, 
ThiB beech is standiog by, its covert thou can'st gab. 
For ndn and tnoantaiQ Monns the like thoa need'it not fear, 
Tltc rain and storm art things wluch scarcely can come here; 

Best, little Yoong One, rest ; thou hast Ibrgot the da^ 
When my Father foiHid thee fiist in places £ir away : 
Many flocks are on the bills, but thou wert own'd by none. 
And thy Mother from thy side for evermore was gone. 

He tool: ihee in his amu, and in pity, brought tbee home, 
A Messed day for thee I then whither would'st thou roam ? 
A ^th&J hnrse thon hast, the dam that did thee yean 
Upon theroonctun tops no kinder conld liave been. 

Thou know'st'tbat twice a day I have brought thee in this Can 
Fresh water from the brook as clear as ever ran ; 
And twice in ihe day when the ground ts wet with dew 
I bring thee draughts »f milk, warm milk it is and new. 
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Tby limbi will diortly be twitx ai stout m ttie^ are Aov, 
Then I'U yoke thee to my cart like a pony in the plough. 
My playmate thou sh^t be, and when the wind b odd 
Odt hearth shall be thy bed, our house shall be thy fM, 

Itwill.Bot, will not rest !—^ooc Creatine can & be 
That 'tin thy Mother's heart which 'a wAt^ng »6 in tbec ? 
Things that I know pot of belike to thee are dear. 
And dreams of things wliich thou ow'it noltba seeno^ hear. 

Alas, the mountaiD tops that look so (p««i aad Air ! 
I've heard of fearful winds and darkripw that come dinfe. 
The little brookf, that leem all pasttmo add all play> 
When they are angry, roar like lioni ktr their pcey^ 

Here thou uced'st not dreitd the rayea hi the iky. 
He will not come to tbe^ pui Cottage is hard byt 
^^ht and day thou art safe ft living thing On be. 
Be happy then and rest, what ii't that uletb Aee > . 
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A* homemrd throagfa the lane I wentvith lazy feet, 
Thii soBg to myself did I oftentimet repeat. 
And it leein'd as t retrac'd the ballad Use by line 
That but half of it miB hen, and one half t^it was mine. 

Again,- and once again did I repeat the song, 

" Nay" laid I, "more than half to the Damsdinnit belong. 

For she look'd with ancb a kxA, Md she ipake with inch a 

tone. 
That I almoit receiv'd hei heart into my own." 
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WrMen U GERMANY, 

■ Oami <f lU ttiittt ijiyi of ikt Ctniurj. 

t mmtl apprize lit SiaJir that tit ilrcti in Sorlk Girmany 
gtntrailf kavt lit impriam ^ a galling Horn afam 
litm, liii htingparl nf lit BrMUwict Armi. 



A &% for pour lanj;uage<, German and None, 
Let me have the song of the Kettle, 
And the tongs and the p<^er, inslead of that bone 
That gallops away vitb auch fury and force 
On this dreary dull plate of Uack metal. 

Our earth it no doubt made of excell^Ht stufl^. 

But her pulses beat slower and tlower. 

The weather in Forty was cutting and rough. 

And then, aa Heaven knows, the glass stood low enoDgh, 

And ««w it ii four d^rces lower. 
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Here's a Fly, « diMMiDsoIste cr(atnre,peta^, 
A child of the fidd, or the grore, 
Aod sorrow fye him ! this dull treacheraua he&t 
Haa scfluc'd the potx fool £ram hii winter retrcs^ 
And he creeps to tfae edge d taj itove. 

Alasl how fae fumUcB abont the domaini 
Which this comfortless oven eaviron. 
He canaot find eiitin what track be must crSiri, 
Now back- ta the tiles, and now back to the Walli 
And now on the brink of the iron. 

Stock-still there he stands Ukc a traveller haOsiz'i, 
The best of bis skill he has tried -, 
His feelers methinks I can see him put forth 
To the East and the West, and the South and the North. 
Bat he finds neither guide-post nor guides 
Vol. II. K 
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Seelfafaipwdloiuiilt uadcr lum, foot, !cg and thigh. 
His ejesight and hearing are lent, 
Bebrcen life aad death bu blood freezes andthun, 
And hii tso pret^ pinionc of blue daaky gauze 
Are glued to his ^idet by (be frsst. 

No Brother, no Friend hat he near him, while I 
Can draw wanulh from the cheek of my Love, 
As blert and as glad in this desolate gloaia, - 
As ifgraCn tummer grass vore the flomof my nxm. 
And woodbines were hanging above. 

Vet, God is my witness, thon small helpless Hung, 
Thy life I would ^adly sustain 

mi auniiBeropmes up ftom the Bouth, and with crowdt 
Of tbybrethrtn a march thou sbould'st loUod through the 

clouds. 
And back to the forest i again- 
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The CRILDIE8S FATHER. 



Up, Timotb}', up with jonr Staff and awsf! 
Not a mMI in tbe village this morning will Oay ; 
The Hare hat just started from Hamilbxi't graania. 
And Skiddaw it glad with the ciy of tbe boundi. 

^•Of coats and of jackets fatft ff^' k^bd^ fpeea, 
On the ilopci of the paitnra ati coburs were scea, 
With thdr comely blue aproni and capi white as sdow. 
The girb «i the faaii nade a hctidaf show. 

Tbo bason of bos-wood,* just uz numths before, 
Had stood c»i the table at Hmothjr'B door. 



• In tenttl put* of the North of Eojluid, when t fonenl 
mkcf place, a buon fall of Spiip of Box-wood is placed at 
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A Coffin tbroagb Hmothy 's threibold had paaa'd. 
One Child did it bear and that Child was hii last. 

Now fast op the dell came the noi«e and the (ay. 
The hone and the horn, and the bark ! hark away I 
Old Hmotby took up hi* Sta£F, and be shnt \ 
With a leisurely motiiHi the doOT of his hut. 

Perhaps to hinisdf at that moment he said, 
" The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead" 
But of this Ib my ean not a word did be speak. 
And be went to the chase with a tear on bit cheek. 



the door of the house from which the Coffin ia tiken op, ud 
each person vho attends the funeral otdinu-tlr tako ft Sprig 
•fthis Bos-wood, and throws it intothcgraTcof tbedeccue^ 
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CUMBERLAND BEGGAR. 

A DSSCRIPTION. 
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A DESCRIPTION. 



The clui of Btgsir* k> whieb the «ld taia Utk lUtcfiMJ 
belong*, will piofaably mmii be «tin£t. I[ cotuiMed of 
poor, and, monly, old and iafiTm persoiu, who confuicd 
IhemMliVs (o I siawd round in their neigbbouifaood, ind 
fatd ceitain filed iajm, on nhicb, u diMrent bouMSi 
thej regularly received chwilj ; •oinelimea in monej, bat 
moMljr In proibions. 



I KMr ab aged B«ggar in vOy walk, 

And he was leated by the bigbway side 

On a low strudnre of rade ma«mry 

Bailt at the foot of a huge hill, that thef 

Who lead their bono down the atecp rough road 

May tbence remount at ease. The aged tnaa 

Had placed bU staff acroii tbe broad imootb itooe 
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That orerlaj^ the pU<j and from a bag 
AU white with flour the dole of village dames. 
He drew hit scrapi and fragments, one by one. 
And fcann'd them with a fix'd and icriaus loob 
Of idle computatioo. Id the sun. 
Upon the tecood step of that gmall pITe, 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hiUi, 
He sate, and eat hii food in wlitude ; 
And ever, tcatter'd from hia palsied hand. 
That still attempting to prevent tlie waste. 
Was baffled still, the crumbs in lltUe showers 
Fell on the ground, and the small mountain biidi,. 
Not venturing yet to peck their destin'd meal, 
Approached within the length of half his staff. 

Him from my childhood have I known, and then 
He was to old, he seems not older now i 
He travels on» a solitary maD> 
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So helpless in appearanee, that for him 
The BaimteriDg honeman-travdlcr does not tfaltnr 
With cardeu hand hia abut upon the ground^ 
Byt sbqw, that he may safely lodge the com 
Within the old Man's hat ; nor qnita him so, 
Bnt stiU when he has given his hone the ran 
Towards the aged Beggar tnnu a looV, 
Sidelong and. half-re verted. She who tends 
The toH-gate, when io sonimer at her ioor 
She turns her wheel, if on the road she scct 
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work,. 
And HA* the ktcb for him that he may pasa. 
The Post-boy wheo hb rattling wheels o'ertako' 
The aged Beggar, in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him from behind, and, if perchance 
The old Man does not change his course, the Bof 
Turns with less noisy wheels to the road-stdC, 
And passes gently by, withoul a curse 
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Upon hit ^, or aagfr at bb heart. 
He tmtis on, a soUtaTjr Msn, 
His age hai so compapioD. Onthegronnd 
13m cfi» MK tam'd, and, ai be movei alo^, I 
' Tiff, move along the groaki; and erenaon. 
Instead of gobiidod and habttual i^hl 
Of fields ntth rural woAs, of hill sod (bde. 
And tbe bhte skj, one little >pan at earth 
It all bit protpcSt. Thm, from day to day, 
Bowbentr bis ^ca for ever on tbe ground, 
He plies bis weary jonmcy, soclng itill. 
And never knovring that he sees, soaie straw. 
Some scatter'd leaf, or marks vhicfa, in one tn 
The nails of cart or chariot wheel have left 
Impress'd on the white rood, in the some line, 
At distance still the same. Poor Traveller ! 
His staff traik with bins, scaTcd|f do bis feet 
Distnib tbe somma dost, be is so still 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



Id lode and modoD that the oettage cum. 
Ere he hsve pui'd die door, wiM torn aw^ 
Wearyof bartingatliim. SoTsondgirli^ 
The Tacant and the haey, oBaida and youlha. 
And urchins newtf brcechVi aU pass him t^ : 
Him even the atoxv-pat^d waggon leavca behind. 

Bnt deem not this nam melCM. Statennen ' yc 

Who are m resacM in yvar wisdran, ye 
Who have a broom aSi ready in yoor hands 
To rid tlie world of noiMDces; ye prood, 
Heart-4Wotn, while in yaur pride ye cootemplate 
Your talenU, power, and wiidom. deem faim not 
A burthen of the earth, lis Nature's lav 
That Done, the meaoefl of created thtng;^. 
Of fbmis created the most vile and brute. 
The dnUeit or moat noxious, should eiist 
Divorced from good, a spirit and pulse a£ good. 
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A life and mil to every mode of baag 

InseparaUf Unk'd. While thus he creqis 

From door to door, the Villagers in him 

Behcdd a reccHrd which tc^^ether binds 

Past deeds and offices of charity 

£Ue noremember'd, and so keeps allrc 

He kindly mood in hearts which lapK of yeara. 

And that half-wisdom helf-eiq>enence gives 

Make slow to feet, aad t^ sure steps resign. 

To sdfirimess and cold oblivous caresv 

Among the farms and stjitary lints 

Hamlets, and thinly-scattered villages. 

Where'er the aged B^gar takes bb roundsv 

Tlie m^ neccsuty ot use con^ls 

To a&s of lore; and habit does the work 

Of reason, yet prepares that after j«7 

Winch reason clierislies. And thus the soid. 

By that sweet taste of pleasure unpursa'd 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



I>i)th fiDd itaelf itucBubly dupos'd 

To virtue and tree goodness. Some there ire, 

Bjr thnr good vreAa exalted, loft^ inituli 

And meditative, asthOTB of ddigfat 

And hap[»iien, whtck te the eod of lime 

Will tire, and (pread, and kin& ; poind* Uke these. 

In childliood, from ihia M^itaiy being, 

Hus bdplen wanderer, have perchance receir'd, 

(A thing more predoua hi than all that boc^ 

Or the folicitndes of love can do !) 

That £nt mild touch of ajrapadiy sodthoi^^ht. 

In which thej found their kindred with a world 

Where want and tonraw were. The eaty man 

Who sits It hii own door, and like the pear 

Which overhanga his head from the greeo wall, ' 

Feeds in the sunshine ; the robust and yonng. 

The prosperou!! and anthinking, th^ who live 

Shelter'd, and flourilh in a little grove 
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Of tbeir own kiaixti, ill tMboU in hia 
A ulflst modkor, »hi«b en that xaiadt 
Most need* JAtpieii b tnwikK7 tfaaii^ 
Of lelf-coDgraCqktiMi, to tbe lua^ 
Of each ifcdlinK bu pcciiUaT' IXxnt, 
^RttJUKtMi ted, cunn piiwi o -, tuiftrdaaae, 
Though he 1;9 ojo oh give the fortitude 
A4d tiicaia^peawa aeedAil ta prcMTve 
tli« fmMt.ble»ap> and to bvubond tip 
Hie respite of the Maraa, he, nL leait. 
And 'tit BO vulgar *«vie«, mskei than fdt. 

Yet:fiifther.— Maof , I bdiore. there are 
Who lire s liic ^ vlrtHoiu-deceiuy, 
&Iea who em bear tbe Decdogne and fed 
No t^-TBftoatii, who of the nwtal law 
EstaMiit^d in the land where they abide 
Are strid obserren, and not negligeDt, 
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McaoThile, ia lajr tcsdenieH of heart 

Ori&oflOTc to thoM with whom tbe^ dwell, 

Tlieir kindred, and the dnldren of their blood. 

Praise be to mcli, and to their ahunben peace t 

—But of the poor man aik, like ahje£t foor, 

Go and demand of him, if there be here. 

Id this cold abstinence from evil deeds. 

And Cheae inevitable charities. 

Wherewith to satisfy the human souL 

No — man is dear Co man : the pocrest poor 

L<mg for KHDe mnneats in a weorf life 

When they can know and fee] that they have baea 

Themselves the fathers and the dealers out 

Of sonr small blessings, have been kind to sodi 

As needed kindness, for this single cause. 

That we have ^ of us one human heart. 

— Such pleasure is to one kind Being known 

My Ndghboiu-, when with puudual caie, each week 
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J)aij u Friday comes> though pres jd ^cndf 
Bj her owa wants, she irom her cheit of meal 
Takes one unipariDg handful for theiicrip 
Of this old Mcndicatit, and, from hei door 
Returning with exhilarated heart, 
Sits by hei fire and build* her hope in haiT'o. 

Tbea let him pass, a Uessing cm his head ! 
And while, in that vast solitude to wkich 
The tide of things has led him, he appean 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
Unhlain'd, unic^ur't^ let bim bear about 
The good which the beni|^iant law of hMTcn 
Has hung around him, find, while life is im. 
Still let him prompt the unletter'd Villagers . 
To tender office* «iid pensive thoughts. 
Then let him pasn, a blessing on his head ! 
And, iong at be can wander, let him breathe 
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Straggle with tmtty air and winter ibow>( 
And let the diartcr'd wind that iwe^ thd heath 
Seat bit grejr locki i^nlt hia witl^'d Ace. 
Rererenoe the h(^ whoae iital anxiouuteM 
<Sv«« the htt hwnaD iatereafto Ua berirb 
Maj aerer Hoaie, mi* named ttf indu*tT;r> 
Make him a captive ; for that pcct-up dla^ 
ThoK life-coommtng loundt that dog the tir. 
Be his Ibe natural silence of old age. 
Let hiia be free of OMKintaiii iditudei. 
And have arou&d him, whether heard or not^ 
The pleasant melody of woodland birdt. 
Pew are bis pleasnret ; if bii ejet, which now 
Hare been so long fiwniUar with the earthy 
No more behold the horizontal lun 
Riling or setting, let the fight at least 
Vtai a free entrance to thdr langiud orbs. 
VoL U. L 
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And let btia, xtiiere mid ti/btn h« -wSl, tk dtmo 
Bennlh the treo,* torbrthe gmsiy batik 
' Of faifh-way-Mde/abd with the little blris ' 
Sham lija chahce-gallMt'd tnra), and, finaUf, 
A» is the eye of NaWre he hat 11*^3, 
So ia the eye ^Nature let him cfie. 
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SURAL ASCSITECTURE. 



Tbere'^ Geoigelilsher, Charles flendng;, a&d Reginald 
Shore, 
' TbreeTQsy-cheek'dSchod-boyt, the higbnt not more 
Than die height of a CounscUor's bag ; 
To the tc^ of Great How did it please them tO climb. 
And there the^ builtop without mottar or Um^ 
A Man on the peak of the "crag/ 

The;- built him of stonea gather'd up at thej lay, 
Thef built him and cbristen'd him all in one da/, 
An Urchin both vigorous and bale ; 
And so without scruple they cali'd him Ralph Jones. 
]No«>Batf4tuf^wwA'd £>rithft<le(^b oduflibao^ujio 
The Magog of Lcgberthwaite dale. .-t >i;i;inj> 
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Jost balf a week after the Wind lallied fedh, 
And, in anger or merriment, out o£ die Nortb 
Conuog on mth a torible pother, 
KtMn the peak of the crag blew the Giant awaf. 
And what did thcM Scho(d-lx7> ?— The rety next dtf 
Tb^ went and the^ fauUt np another. 

— 6otne little IVe Men of blind binitenMU woiki 
In Paiii and Ixindon, 'roong Chriftiani or Tntk^ 
Spirit! boi^ to do and oado ; 

At remembrance whereof my blood lomedmefwill.ftBg. 
— lien, ligbt'keartedBopi, to the top of the Crag ! 
And nt build op a Giant with yon. 



GfcuHowii t ringle ud CDiupicnoui bill, wbich rim ttnraidi 
die fsM sf Tliirl'iiiere, on (be weatem ndc i^ the beautiful dile 
afLegbttfl M wuie, alMcibe taigti m^ between Kml^ ud 
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A POETt EPITAPH. 



Alt tboa a Statcmun, In tbc van 
Of public baiioeu trtun'd and bred, 
^^fst learn to Ion ooe firing man ; 
ThtH nvj'A tbou diink npoo the dt«d. 

ALawyer art thon?— draw not ntgh} 
Oo, cany to tome other place 
The bardncu of Ihy coward eye. 
The fidabood ti tby ullow £ice. 

Art thou a man of porple cheer } 
A roty roan, right plorop to aee ? 
. Approach ; yet Doftor, not too near : 
ThU ^Tc no muhiw i« for diee. 
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Art thou a man of gallant piidey 
A Soldier, andnomanof chaff? 
Welcome I— but lay thy sinxd aside, 
Andi'lean upon a Peasant's staff. 

Physician art thou ? Oos, all eyea, ' 
Philosopher ! a fingeiinS 'U^^t 
One that would peep and botaoijEe 
Upon his mothet's grave .' 

Wrapp'd closdy in thy lennul ^eece ' 
O turn aside, and take,' I pray. 
That he below may rest in peac^ . 
Thy pin-point of a soul away I 

^A Moralist pcrcbsDce appearif 
Led, Heaven linowi how ■ to tkia poor sod : 
And He has neithereyea nor eanj 
Himsdf his world, a^id i\}a ow^ God > . 
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Oae to wkoie «mooth-CBbb'd nulcaii eHng 
Nor form uor feeling gtwat nor amalK 
A reasoning, self-auffioing thiag, 
AnintelleaaatAUiQ.Alll. 

Shut close the door * pmss down the latch t' 
Sleep in thy inteHcdual crust. 
Nor lo«e ten tickioga of thy watcbt - ' 
Kear thia unpn^taUe -iaat. 

But who is He with modeit looki, ' 
And clad in homdy nusat brown i 
He [Durmun near the ruQDing broolU 
A moiic sweeter than tbeir own. 

He is retired as noontide dew. 
Or fountain in a nomiday grove ; 
And you must love him, eretoyod 
He will seem WMlhy of your love. 
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lite outward abewi of i^ and mA, 
Of hill >nd tbU^ bcbM TievMi 
And impulsei of d^per birth 
Hare comci to him io (ctitude. 

In cooHBon tltingi that round m lie 
Some random trutlu he can impart 
Tbe harvett fd a quiet eye 
lliat broodt and ile^w on hii own heart 

Bnt he ia weak, both man and bojr. 
Hath been an idler in the land; 
Contented if he might enjof 
The thingt which othen nadentand. 

—Crane luther in thy hour of itrength. 
Come, weak as is a breakbg wave t 
Here stretch thy body at full length ; 
Or bnild thy house qpoo this grave,^ 
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A CHARACTEK, 

h lit mithnSeml Maimtr. 



InuiTclbow Nature conld er«r find-^Moe 
For the weij^ and the levity teea m hii &gc : 
There's thought and no thought, and tliere'i palenoM ' 

and bloom. 
And battle and iluggiahncni, pleasure and gloom. 

There'* weaknen, and ri re ug t l i both redoDiknt and vain ] 
Sndi strength, at if ever affliftion and pain 
Coold pieroe through a temper tliat'B loft \a diieaie. 
Would be rational peace— a phik>sq)lier'i eaae. 

There's indifierence, alike when he fails and succeeds. 
And attention full ten times as much as there needs, 
Pnde where there's no envy, there's so much of joy j 
And mildnesi, and spirit both forward and coy. 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



170: 

lliete'i freedom, and Bometimta a diffident stare 
Of shame scarcely Memlng to know tkat she's Acre. 
There's virtue, the tide it surety may claim, 
TetvanU, heaven knows what, to be worthy the name. 

What a piftufe ) 'tia draWn without nature or art, 
—Yet the Man would at once run away with your heart, 
And I fop five centuries right gladly would be 
Such an odd, such a kind happy creature aa he. 
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A FRAGMEtrr. 



Between two sister tnocclaad riUy 
There U a spot that aeems to lie - - 
SacTcd to flovieb v^ the-mUsi. .. 
And sacred to the Ay,- 
Aad in this smooth and opea dell 
There is a tempeit-strickeD tsQe- 1 ' 
A comer stone by iigbtning cnt» - 
The last stone of a cottage liut>i 
And in this dcU ^ ou see . - 
A thing no storm can e't? ivtrqy,- 
The shadow of a panilh Bi^ 

In clouds above, the lark ii bfHd« 
He sings his blithest and,:))ii beil j 
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But in tfal> kxMMiDe nook the tMrd 

IHd nerer boild hi* not 

No beait, no bird hath here Ui hofoe 

TbiahtiM borne on the breeKf air 

Vtu high aboTC Ihoac fragraDl belli 

To other flowen, tDodierdeUi, 

Not erer linger there. 

Hk Dani«h Boy walks here alcoc : 

ITie ]mAy ddl ii all lui own. 

A iplril of noon daj li htf, 
HeteeouaFtirmoffieahaad Mood; 
A piping Shqiherd he might be, 
A Herd-boy of the wood. 
A regal vett of fur he wean. 
In coioor like a raven's wing t 
Itfeannorrain, nor wind, nordev^ 
But in die stonn 'tii freth and bine 
' As badding {nnei in Sprlngi 
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Hii helmet hu a renial gnce, 
Tttsb aa the h)oom apoa bit ikoe. 

A haip ii from hu shoulder ihmg ; 
He rate the harp upon fau knee. 
And there in a forgotten tongue 
He waihlei melody. 
Of flockt and herdi both far and near 
He U the dariiog and the ji^. 
And often, when no canse appear). 
The mountain ponies prick tbdr ear^ 
Tbcj hear the Danish Boy, 
While in the dell he lia al(H>« 
Beside the tree and comer-stooe. 

Whoi near this blasted tree yon pan. 
Two sods are plainly to ^ seen 
Close at its root^ and each with gnw 
la cover'd fresh and gieen. 
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Like turf upon a new-made grave 
These two green toda togefbor Ut, 
Nor beat, nor cold, nor rain, nor wind 
' Can these two soda together bind. 
Nor sun, nor portlr, 'nor sky. 
But side b^ side the two are laid. 
As if jiut sevei'd hj the spade. 

There sits be : in hji &ce yoa. spy 
No trace of x ferocious air. 
Nor ever was a cloudless tkj 
So steady or so fair. , 
The lovely Danfsb Boy is blmt ■ ' 
And happy in his floweiy cove }■ 
IVom bloody deeds his thoughts are lar ; 
Aad yet be jvarbles son^s of war i 
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POEMS 



NAMING OF PLACES. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Bf Penons resident in tbe coanujr ind luacheil to luial 
tH^tBi, naaj pUcca will be (bund uuuuned oi of 
imknown ntines, wheie little IncidentB will hive 
occurred, or feellnp been experienced, which will have 
giien lo nuA plices ■ private and peculiar inteieat. 
F^om ■ wi^ to give lome sort of record to inch Ind- 
denti 01 TCDcw the sratification of nich Feelingi, Names 
have been given to Place* by tbe Antbot Mut sotoe oC 
hit Fiienda, and th« feUoiving Poctu vniucn in con- 
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POEMS on ii€ NJUIlfO of PLj^ES. 



1. 



It wag an April Morning : freah and daaV 

The Bivule^ delighting in itt Btrength, 

Ban with a young lAan's speed, and ;ct thevoict! 

Of water* whicli the winter had Hipplied 

Was sofieQ'd down into a vemal tone, i 

The ipirit of n^oyment and desire. 

And hopes and withes, from all living thing! 

Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. 

The budding gnnt aj^war'd as if «□ haite 

Tospur the steps of Jane; as if their shades 

Of variout green were bindrancca that atood 
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Between them and their abjeSc : yet, meanwhilCt 

Tbo^ vras such deep contentment in the aii 

That every naked ash, and tardy tree 

Yet leafless, Beem'd as though the countenance 

With which it look'd on this delightful day 

Were native to the summer. — Up the brook 

I roam'd in the confiision of my heart, 

Alive to all things and forgetting all. 

At length I to a sudden turning came 

In this continuoue glen, where down a rock 

The stream, so ardent in its cotiise before. 

Sent forth such sallies of gtad sound, that all 

Which I till then had heard, appear'd the voice 

Of common pleasure : beast and bird, the lamb. 

The Sfae^erd's dog, the linnet and the thrush 

Vied with this waterfall, and made a song 

Which, while I listen'd, seem'd like the wild growth 

Or like some natural produce of the air 

That could not cease to be. Green leaves were here. 
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But *lwai the foliage of the rocki, the tnrch. 

The jcw, the holly, and the.bright green thorn. 

With hanging islands of retplendcnt furze : 

And on a nimmit, distant a short space. 

By anj who should look beyond the ddl, 

A single mountain Cottage might be seen. 

I gaz*d and gaz'd, and to myself I said, 

" Our thoughts at least are ours ; and this wild nook. 

My Emma, I will dedicate to thee." 

--—Soon did the spot become my other home, . 

My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. 

And, of the Shepherds who have seen me there. 

To whom I sooaetimes in our idle talk 

HaTe told this fancy, two or three, perhaps, 

Years after we are goiie and in our graves. 

When they have cause to speak of this wild place. 

May call tt hy the name of Emua's dbll. 



D51Z..JI.; Google 



To JOANNA. 

Aiold die smoke of citiet did yon pais 

Yonr time of early youth, and there yon leara'd, 

Feob ycais of quiet indtutiy, to lore 

The living Boi^ by youi own fire-side. 

With sach a strong devotion, that your heart 

Is slow towards the sympathies of them 

Wha lo(A upon the hills with tenderDMs, 

And nuke dear triendstiips with the streams and groves. 

Yet we who are transgressors in this kiad, 

DwelUog retired in our simplicity 

Among the woods and fields, we love you well, 

Joanna ! and 1 guessi since you have been 
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So distant {tmr \t» now fcr two long yean, 
That f era ynM gtadljr listen to duceursc 
HowevertrivM, ifyouthence are taught 
That thef, witb w4iom yoti oace were bsppr, tdk 
Familiarl}' oTyou and of old timeir 

Wtule I was leated, now tome ten days pait. 

Beneath those lofty fin, that overtop 

Ttieir ancient neighbour, the old Steele tower. 

The Vicar from his gloomy hou^e hard by 

Came forth to greet me, and when he had ask'd, 

" How fares Joanna, that wild-hearted Maid ! 

And when wilt she return to us ?" he pant'cl. 

And after short exchange of vSlage news. 

He with grave looks demanded, for what came, 

Beidving obsolete Idolatry, 

1 like a Rontc Priest, in charaAen 

Of fiivmidable size, had chisel'd out 

Some uncouth name upon the native rock. 
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Above die Rotha, by the forest ude. 

—Now, by those dear immunities of beait 

Engendcr'il betwixt malice and tnic lore, 

I was not loth to be .so catechiz'd. 

And Has was my reply. — " As it befid. 

One smnmeT morning we had walk'd abroad 

At break of day, Joanna and myself. 

— 'Twas that deligbtiUl season, when the bioom. 

Full flower'd, and visible on every steep. 

Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 

Our pathway led us oa to Rotha's banks, 

Aod when we came to frontof that tall rock 

Which looks towards ttic East, I there stopp'd shorty 

And trac'd the lofty baniei vnth my eye 

From base to summit j such delight I fbond 

To note in shrub and tree, in itone and Rower, 

Hat intermixture of delicious hues, 

Akmg so vast a sur&ce, all at once. 

In one impression, by conneding ftvce 
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Of their own beauty, imag*d in the hetrt. 
—When £ had gaz'd perhaps two minute*' ipace, 
Joanna, looking in my eyea, beheld 
That ravishment of mine, an^ laugh'd aloud. 
The rockj like tomething (tailing fiom « deep. 
Took t^ the Lady's Toicej and hiagh'd again : - 
That andent Woman seated on Heho-crag 
Was ready with her cflTem ; Hammar-Scar, 

.And the tall Steep of SUrcr-How sent foitb 
A noise of l«ngbter ; southern Loughrigg heard^ 
And Fairfied answer'd with a mountain tone : 
Helvellyn hi into the clear blue sky 

. Carried the Lady'a voice,— dd SUddaw blew 
His speaking trumpet ; — back out of the clouds 
Of daiamara southward came the voice ; 
And Kirkstoce toss'd it from bis misty bead. 
Now whether^ (said I to our cordial itiend 
Who in the bey-day of astimishment 
Srail'd in my facr) this were in umple truth 
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A work accomplifh'd by the brotherhood 
Of aBcient monntains, or mj ear was Cotich'd 
With dreams and Tinonar/ inapula^. 
Is not fix me to tett ; but sore I am 
That there was a loud'tiproar in the hiDr. 
And, while wc both were Kstening, to in; sMe 
The frir Joanna drew, U if «he wish'd 
To shelter from some objed; of her fear, 
—And hence, bng afterwardi, when eighteen moo 
Were wafted, ai I chanc'd to walk alone 
Beneath this rock, at snn-rise, on a calm 
And filcnt morning, I sate down, and there. 
In memory of aSb^ons old and tme, 
I chlssel'd out in tboee rude charaAai 
Joanna's name upon the living stone. 
And I, and all who dwdl by my fire-side 
Have call'd the lovely rock, Joanna's Bock." 

NOT& 
In Cumbeilmd «nd WesinioielaDil tie tevcial laKriplions 
upon the native lock which flora the wuiing of Time *nd 
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tbe nidenen of the Woikroaoibip bid bcca mittakeii tot 
EuDic. Tbej arc without doubt Homin. 

Tbe RoUu^ ineatiDned )n t^ poem, ii the Itircr which 
ftnriDg (hnx^b the Likes of Gnimcre ind Rfdole hUl 
into Wrndeimere. Oa HelmXng, that imprcnive single 
Hounnin U 4w bmd ol Ac^Vik trf Giwnen, it a iaA 
irhkh from moft pointi of view beua ■ atriking lexm- 
Ulnce to in Old Womui cowetinBT' Clou by this rock b 
ODC of those flMaiw oi Chchu, which im the huigaige 
of the Couotiy are cillcd Dungeons. The other Mouataiu 
eittacT immediately BUI round (he Vile of GriHneie, or 
beloDK to (be stme Clnitet, 
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There b an Eminrace, — of these our &iUi 
The lait that parleys with the setting sua. 
We can behold it frun our Orchard-ieat, 
And, when at evening we pursue our walk 
Along the public way, this Cliff, so high 
Above us, and so dtttaut in its height. 
Is visible, and often teems to send 
Its own deep quiet to restore our hearts. 
The meleon make of it a favorite haunt ■: 
The star of Jove, so beautiful and large 
Id the mid heav'ns, is never half so fail 
As when he shines above it. 'Tis in truth 
The loneliest place we have among the clouds. 
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And She who dwelh with me, whom I bare lov'd 
With such communton, that no place on earth 
Can ever be a solitude to me. 
Hath laid, this lonesome Peak shaU bear my Name. 
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A nanxnr girdle of itnghBtonea and crags, 

A rude and natoral caoseway, inteipos'd 

BctweeQ the water and a winding iiape 

Of copse and thicket, leaves the eaitem shore 

Of Grasmere safe in its own priTacjr. 

And there, mjsdf and two beloved Friends, 

One calm September morning, ere the mist 

Had altogether yielded to the snn, 

Sannter'd on this retir'd and difficult way. 

—Ill suits the road with one in haste, but we 

Pla/d with our time ; and, as we stroll'd along. 

It was our occupatiou to observe . 

Such ob)e& as the waves had toss'd ashore. 
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Feather, or lesf, or weed, tir witbffr'd boogh, 

Each on the other heap'd dong the Uao 

Of the dry wnck. And in oarTOCBnt KMod, 

Not seldom did we lap to vnabaorae toft 

Of dandelion seed ot thistle's bord. 

Which, leoung lifekn half, and half impdl'd 

By some mtefiMl ftoling, skimm.'d tioiif 

CloK to .the nir&ce of the lake that lay 

AtloBp to a dead calm, nn t^Mcly aa 

Along the dead calm lak«, now borci now there. 

Id all lA sportive waoderiDss oil the while 

Making repoEt of ao invilible bretae 

That wai its wings, it* chaiiot, and its h<n-se, 

Its very pbymate, and kainoving soul. 

—And often, trifiing with a piivilsge 

Alike indulg'd to all, we paui'd, on« now. 

And now the other, to point out, perchance 

To pluck, some flower <» watet<weed, too hlz 

Eilher to be divided from llie place 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



On vhich it grcT, or to be left alone 
To itB own beauty. Many lucli there are. 
Fair fen» and flowers, aod chiefly that tall plant 
So stately, of the Qnecn Osmnnda nam'd, 
Rant lovelier in it> own retir'd abode 
On Graimcre'a beach, than Naid by the aide 
Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere 
Sole-utling by the shores of old Romance. 
>—— So fared wethat sweet morning: from the fidda 
Meanwhile, a lUHse was heard, the busy mirth 
Of Reapen, Men and Women, Boys and Girls. 
Delighted much to Usten to those lonnda, 
- And in the fiubion which I have describ'd. 
Feeding unthinking &nciea, we advane'd 
Along the indented shore ; when suddraly. 
Through a Ihin veil of glittering faaze, we aaw 
Before us on a point of jutting land 
The tall and upright figure of a Man 
Attir'd in peasant's garb, who stood alone 
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Angling beside the mar^a of the lake. 
That way we tum'd our atepi ; nor was it long. 
Ere making ready commeats on the ught 
Which then we saw, with one and the same v(»cc 
We all cried out, that he must be indeed 
An idle man, who thns could lose a day 
Of the mid harvest, when the labourer's hire 
Is ample, and some little might be slor'd 
.Wherewith to cbear him in the winter time. 
Tlius talking of that Peasant we approach'd 
Close to the spot where with bis rod and line 
He stood alooe f whereat he tum'd his head 
To greet us — and we saw a man worn down 
By ucknesB, gaunt and lean, with sunken cheeks 
And wasted limbs, his legs so long and lean 
That for my single self I look'd at ibem. 
Forgetful of the body they sustain'd. — 
Too weak to labour in the harvest field. 
The man was using his best skill to gala 
VoL II. N 
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A pittance from the dead unfeeling lake 
That knew not of bia wants. I will not aay 
What thoughts immediatd^,were oun, nor bow 
The happy idleness of that sweet mom. 
With all its loYcly images, was chang'd 
To seiioai musing and to self-rqiroach. 
Nor did we fall to see within ounclvea 
What need there is to be resenr'd in speech, 
And temper all our thoughts with charity. 
— Therefore, unwilling to forget that day. 
My Friend, Myself, and She who then receiv'd 
The same admonishment^ have call'd the place 
By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 
Aa e'er by Mariner was giv'n to Bay 
Or Foreland on a new-discover'd coast, 
~ And, Point Rash-judcmbnt ie theNnme It bears. 
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To M. H. 

Our v^ was far among the ancicDt treet : 

There ^ras no road, nor any wood-man's pad). 

Bat the thick umbrage, checking the vild growth 

Of weed and sapling, on the soft' green torf 

Beneath the branches of itaelf had made 

A track which brought us to a dip of lawn. 

And a small bed of water in the woods. 

All round this pool both flocks and herds might drink 

On its firm margin, eren as from a well 

Or scHne etone-bason which the Herdsman's hand 

Had thap'd for their refreshment, nor did sun 
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Or wind from anj quarter erer come 
Bnt !u a blessing to ihu calm receu. 
This glade of water and Ibis one green field. 
The ipot was made Hy Nature for henelf : 
The travellers know it not, and 'twill reaiain 
Unknown to themj but it is beautiful. 
And if a man ahould plant his cottage near. 
Should sleep beneath the shelter of its trees. 
And blend its waters with his daily meal, 
, He would to love it that in his death-bour 
Its image would inrvive among bis thoughts. 
And, therefore, my sweet Mask, this still nook 
With all its beeches we have named irom You. 
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MICHAEL, 

A PASTORAt POEM. 
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MICHAEL, 

A PASTORAL POEU. 



If from the public way yon tvm your ttept 
Up the tumultoons bi;o<^ of Qiecn-hcad Gill, 
You will wpfxve t^at with an iqidg^t path 
Your feet must struggle ; id such bold ascent 
The pastoral Mountains front you, face to face. 
But, courage I for beside that boisterous Bjcook 
The raoautains have all open'd out themselves. 
And made a hidden valVey of their own. 
No habitation there is seen ; but such 
As journey thither find tbemsclTes alone 
With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites 
That overhead are sailing in the iky. 
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It ia in truth an utter solitude. 

Nor should I have made mention ^this Dell 

But for one objefit which yon might pass by. 

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 

There is a straggling heap of unhewn stones I 

And to that place a story appertain). 

Which, though it be ungamish'd with eveuta. 

Is not unlit, 1 deem, for the fire-aide. 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first. 

The earliest of those tales that spake to me 

Of Shepherds, dwellers In the vallies, men 

Whom I already lov'd, not verily 

¥ot their owa^akes, but for the fields aud hilb 

Where was their occupation and abode. 

And hence thii Tale, while I was yet a bc^ 

CareleM of books, yet having felt the power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objects led me on to feel 

For passions that were not my own, and think 
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At random and imperfeSHj indeed 
Oa maa j the heart of man and hnman life, 
l^erefbre. aJthoagb it be a htatoty 
Homely and rude> I will relate tlie same 
For the delight of a few natural beartit 
And with yet fonder feding, Sot the sake 
Of youthAii Poets, who among thete Hilk 
Will be my leccKid self what I am gone. 



Upon the Forest-side m Graamere Vale 
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his Dame, 
An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of aa unusnal strength : his mind was keen 
Intense and frugal, apt tor all aSairs, 
And in his Shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinaiy men. 
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Hence be bad leam'd tbe meaumg of alt winds. 
Of blaits of every twq, an/i ohen-tiatea .. 
Wbeo othen becd^d oof:, He beard tbe Sot^ 
Mal^e subtemneoiu du^g, like tbe uoiae 
Of Bagpipers on diftspit HigUand lulls j 
TheSbepb^, atip^bwarajog, <^bii^odE 
Bcthougbt bim, «»d be to biwdf «oul4 u^ 
Tbe wiDdB are now dprAung work for i^e ! 
And truly at all times tbe storm, that drives 
Tbe Traveller to a shelter, sntnmou'd him 
Up to the mouDtains : be had been alone 
Amid the heart of maniy thousand m'uu 
That came to bim and lefl htm on tbe bcigbti. 
So liv'd be (ill his eightieth jear wai pass'd. 

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose 
That tbe gieen Valleys, and tbe Streams and Bocks 
Were tl^ti^ indifferent to the Sbepberd's thoughts. 
Fields, where with chearful spirits be bad breath'd 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



903 

The'ceimmBa air -, Ac ktUi, wkieh be so oft 

Had diidh'd witbTigovovst^; wbkb tuid in^rou'd 

So maof iaddohti upm hu mind 

Ofhardifaip, tldH <* tioMrngt, jay or ^u i 

Which UhOiB book' pmsav'd lbs memorj 

Of the dmnb aofanab, wfaora he had sav'd. 

Had fed m ahckerid, |ud[ug to aock a£hi. 

So grated in tbeaiaetvci, tbe ctriaiaty 

Of b(Hiorrtle gaiDi ; these fields, theae hHla 

Which wKiv his brhig Being, eren nitte ' 

Than hia own Blood — wfctt oonkl they lew ? had laid 

Strong hoM'<ni his aSectiona, vere to him 

& pleasorable feeling of blind km, 

The pleamre which there is in life itielf, 

He had not passed his dajs in singlmess. 
He had a Wife, a comely Matron, old 
Thoegh younger diafi himself fitll twenty yeari. 
She was a woman of a sdning life 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



204 

Whose heart wai in her home : two wheda the bad- 
• Of antique form, this large fen- spining voot. 
That Bmall for flax, and if oiie wheel had re«^ 
It was becatue the other waa at work. 
The ^ir had hot one lomate in their houK, 
An only ClUld, who bad been bom to tliem - 
When Michael telling o'ei his jean began 
To deem that he wa« old, in She^ierd'a phiai^ 
With one foot in the grave. Thironly»OD, 
With two bnve abeep dogs tried in many a ttonn, 
T^ one <tf an inestimable worth. 
Made all their Hontehold. I may truly lay. 
That they were as a provetb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was gone. 
And finxn their occupationi out of doors 
The Son and Father were come hoax, even then 
Their labour did not cease, unless when all 
Tum'd to tb^ cleanly supper-board, and there 
Xach with a mess of pottage and Bkimm'd milk. 
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Sste Ttaad their baaket pil'd with oaten akea. 

And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when their meal 

Wa& coded, . Lokb (for lo the Son was nam'd) 

And his (Ad Father, both betoc^ tbenuelr^ 

To audi conreaient work, as might employ 

Their hands bj the fire-side ; perhapa to card 

Wool for the Hooec-wife's spindle, or repair 

Some injiiiy done to sickle, flail, or scythe. 

Or other implement of honse or field. 

Down from the cieling by the chimneys edge, 
Which in our ancient uncouth country style 
Did with a huge projcAion overbrow 
Large space beneath, as duly as the light 
Of day grew dim, the House-wife hung a lamp; 
An aged utensil, which had perform'd 
Service beyond all others of its kind. 
Early at evening did it bum and late. 
Surviving Comrade of uncounted Hours 
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Which going b^ frtMn year to joe had ffmi 
Aod left the Couple neither gaj peihaps 
Nor chearttil, jet with 6bjo6ta and mth bop« 
Ijving a life of eagu- indnitrj. 
And now, when Lukc was in Ida dgbteeoth jcar. 
There bj the light of thia old hmp thej aate. 
Father and Son, while late into the mght 
The Home-wife plied her own peculiar wtuk, 
Making the cottage thro' the siloit boon 
Mnrmur aa with the Bound of summer flies. 
Not with a waste of words, bat for the wke 
Of pleasure, which I know that I ihall gire 
To manjliving now, I of this Lamp 
Speak thu* minutely : for there are no few 
Whose memories will bear wtness to raj tale. 
The I^ght was ^rnous in its neighbourhood. 
And was a public Sjrabd of the life. 
The thriftj Pair had Uv'd. For, a* it cfaanc'd, 
Their Cottage on s plot of rising ground 
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Stood ringte, wilh large prcnped Ntnib and Soutb. 

High into Easedale, up fo Dnnmal-Raue, 

And Westward to the vilt&ge neat the Lake. 

And from tliis conitant light so regular 

And K far seen, the Home ituif by all 

Who dwelt within the Umiti oF tbc val^ 

Both old and j'oang, was nam'd Hit Sremog Staf. 

Thns living on thnnigk such a ledgth of yean. 
The Shepherd, if he lov'd hiiUielf, mutt needs 
Have lov'd hit Help-mate ; but to Midiael's heart 
This Son of bis old age was yet more dear— 
BfieA which might perhaps have been produc'd 
By that instin^ve tenderness, the same 
Blind Spirit, wblch is in the blood of all. 
Or that a child, m(»% than all other gifts. 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts. 
And stirrings of inquietude, when they 
By tendency of nature needs must fail. 
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Ttom sadt, and other cauies, to the thougbu 
Of the old Man hb only Son was now 
The dearest objed that he knew on earth. 
Exceeding was the love he bare to him. 
His Heart and bis Heart's joy ! For oftentimes 
Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms. 
Had done him female service, not alone 
For ddliance and delight, as is the use 
Of Fathers, but with patient mind enf(m:'d 
To ai^ of tcodemess ; and he had rock'd 
Hit cradle with a woman's gentle hand. 

And in a later time, ere yet the Boy 

Had put on Bc^'a attire, did Michael love. 

Albeit of a stem unbcodiog mind. 

To have the young one in hissight, when he 

Had work by his own door, or when he sate 

With sheep before faim on his Shepherd's stool. 

Beneath that large old Oak, which near their door 
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Stood, and from it'i aionnoaB breadtb c^shad* 
Chosen for the Shearer's caveit ftom the sud, 
ThcDCQ in our nude dtalad was call'd 
The CLiPFiita Tbeb,* a namcwhich yet it beari. 
There, while they two were utting in the diade^ 
'With others round them, eamat all and Uithe, 
Wonld ^cbad erovise hia beart inth locis 
Of fond coTT^^on and rephxtf bettow'd 
Upon the cliild,' if he distnib'd the sbeep . . 
By catching at their legi, or with his shouts 
Scai'd them, while th^ lay still beneath the shean. 

And when by Heaven's good grace the Boy grew np 
A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five yean old. 
Then Michael from a winter coppics cut 
With hia own hand a sapling, which he faoop'd 

* Clippins u the word tued in the North »{ So^mbA for 
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With iron, making it ihrouglKnit in all 
Due nquiutes a pcrfeA Sltepltefd'* Sfaff*. 
And gave it to the Bo^ ; wherewith cqiii^''d- 
He as i Watchman efieatimet was plac'd 
Atg^teorgap, to item or tiun theflock, 
And to hit office preauturely call'd 
There stood the iirdua, a> yen will divine^ 
Something between a hlndraoca and a help. 
And for.tbia cauce ncA atwajn, I belieT«, 
Receiving team hi» Father birt of ftraiie. 
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While thu good liou«eholil tbiu were liring on 

From iaf to day, to Midiael't ear there came 

IMstrmfal tidings. Long befiire the tinae 

Of which I vpeA, the Shepherd had been boond 

In tOKtj for im Brother'i S<hi, ■ man 

Of an mdiutrious life, and ample meaU, 

But imfbresecn miifortunes soddenty 

Had preas'd upon him, and <Ad Michad now 

Wat lummon'd to discharge the fbrfriturej 

A grievoiu penalt}', but Kttle leas 

Than half his substance. This iin-loak'd for claim 

At the first bearing, for a moment took 

More hope out of his Ttfr. than he supposed 

That oi^ old man ever conld have lost. 

Ai KXMi as he had gather'd so much strength 

That he could look bis trouble in the facet 

It scem'd that his sole refuge was to sdl 

A portion of his patrimcmial fidds. 

Such was his first resolve j he thought again, 
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And hit heart faii'd him. " Iiabd," laid he. 
Two CTCDiiigs after he had heard the newt, 
" I have been toiliog more than terenty yean. 
And in the open son-shine of God'i love 
Hare we all liv'd, jet if tbeie fitlds of oun 
Should past into a Stranger'i liand, I think 
lliat I conld not lie quiet in nay grave. 
Out lot it a hard lot ; the Sun itself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I, 
And I have liv'd to be a fool at lait 
To my own femily. An evil Man 
That vas, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were lalte to ui ; and if he were not ialse. 
There are ten thousand to whom lou like this 
Had been no aorrow. I forgive him— but 
Twcre better to be dumb than to talk thus. 
When I began, my purpose was to apeak 
Of remedies andof achearfulht^. 
Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel ; the land 
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Shall not go from na, and it ihaU be free. 
He shall posseu it, fiee ai b the wind 
lliat pasiea over it. We have, thou knowett. 
Another KiounaD, he will be our friend 
In this diitreu. He ia a pro^rous man. 
Thriving ia trade, and Luke to him ihall go. 
And witfa hia KinunaD'a help and hit own thrift, 
He quickly will repair thii Ioe», and then 
May come again to w. It here he stay. 
What can be done } Where ereiy one is pom 
What can be gain'd ?" At this, the old man paut'd. 
And Isabel sate silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
^lure's Bicbard Bateman, thought she to herself. 
He was a pariih-bo}- — at the church-door 
They made a gathering (at him, shillings, pence. 
And hal^iennied, wherewith the Neighbours bought 
A Basket, which they flll'd with Pedlar's wares. 
And with this Basket on bis arm, the Lad 
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Went up to London, found a Mailer tiiere, 
Who ont of uany cboae the trutty Boy 
To go and oreilook hU merchandiie 
Beyoud the seai, where he grew woDd'Toui rich. 
And left estate* and monies to the poor. 
And at his birth-fdace built a Chapel, floor'd 
With Maibte, which he lent from fbrugn land*. 
Iliese thoughts, and many others of like sort, 
Pass'd quickly thro' the mind (^Isabel, 
And her ftce brightcn'd. The Old Mad was glad. 
And thus resum'd. " WeQ t Isabel, tbii adieEoe 
These two days has been meat and drink to me. 
Far more than we have lost U left ui yet. 
—We have enough — I widi indeed that I 
Were younger, but this hope is a good hope. 
—Make ready Luke's best garments, of the best 
Buy for him more, and let us send him forth 
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night : 
—If he could go, the Boy should go to-night." 
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Here KGchad ceai'd, and to the fidcb went Ibrtli 
With a light heart. The Hoaie>wtfe for five dajs 
Was restless mom and night, and all daylong 
Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare 
Things neiedfol for the journey «f bei Son. 
But Isabel was glad when Sunday came 
To stop her in her work ; for, when she lay 
By Michael's ride, she for the two last nighti 
Heard him, haw he was troubled in his sleep : 
And when they rose at morning she could see 
That alt his hopes were gone. That day at noon 
She said to Luke, white they two hy themselvef 
Were uttlng at the door, " Thon uaust not go. 
We have no other Child bnt thee to lose. 
None to remember — do not go away, 
Fot if thou leare thy Father he will die." 
The Lad made answer with a jocund voice. 
And Isabel, arisen she bad told her fears, 
Recover'd heart. That evenk^ her best &re 
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Sid she bring fbnh, and ail together sate 
IJke bappjr pebple round a Chnatma* fire. 

Next morning Isabel resum'd her work. 
And all the enimag week the hotue appear'd 
Ai cheerful ai a grove in Spring : at length 
Hie expe&ti letter &oai thor Kinsman caax. 
With kind aUurancea that he would do 
His utoooat for the welfare of the Boy, 
To which requests were added that forthwith 
He might be tent to him. Ten times or mors 
The letter was .read over; Isabel 
Went fbftb to shew it to the neighboora round : 
Not was there at that time on English Land 
A prouder heart than Luke's. When Isabel 
Had to her house retum'd, the Old Man said, 
" He shall depart to-morrow." To this word 
The House-wife answered, talking much of things 
Which, if at such short notice he should go. 
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Would surety be forgotten. Bat at length 
Sbe gave conseot, and Micbae] was at ease. 

Near the tumultuoiu brook of Green-head Gill, 

Id that deep Valley, Michael had deaign'd 

To build a Sheep-fold, and, before tie beard 

The tidings of his melancholy lost. 

For this same purpose he had gathered up 

A heap of stones, which close to the brook ude 

Lay thrown together, ready for the work. 

With Luke that evening thitherward he walk'd ; 

Aod soon as they bad reach'd the place be stopp'd. 

And thus the Old Man spake to him. " My Son, 

To-morrow thou wilt leare me i with full heart 

I look upon tbce, for thou art the same 

That wert a promise to me ere thy birth. 

And all thy life hast been my daily joy. 

I will relate to thee tome little part 

Of our two hifltorics j 'twill do thee good 
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When thou art from me, cren if I should speak 
Of thingi thou canst not know of.— After tboa 
Pint cam'st ioto Ihe world, u itbeftlU 
To neW'boro infenti, thou £d>t sleep avra^ 
Two dijt, u)d blenin^ from thy Father's tongne 
Thea fell upon (hee. Day by day pais'd on. 
And still I lov'd thee with encreasing lore. 
Kerer to linng ear came sweeter sounds 
Than when I heard thee by our own fire-side 
First uttning without words a natural tune. 
When thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 
Sing at thy Moth^'s breast. Mcaith follow'd month. 
And in the open fields my life was paas'd 
And in the mountains, dsc I think that thou 
Hadst been brought up upon thy father's knees. 
— But we were playmates, Luke } among these hills. 
As well thou know'st, in us the old and young 
Have play'd together, nor with me didst tbou 
Lack any pleasure which a boy can know." 
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Luke had a manly heart ; but at these words 

He wbb'd aloud ; the Old Man grwp'd his hand. 

And said, " Nay do nol take it so— I see 

That these are things of which I need not speak. 

—Even to th* ntoiost I have been to thee 

A kind and a good Father; and herein 

I but repay a gift which I myself 

Receiv'd at othen bauds, for, though now old 

Beyond the common life of man, I still 

Remember tb'em who lov'd me in my youth. 

Both of them sleep together : here they liv'd 

As all thur Forefethers had done, and when 

At length their time was come, they were not loth 

To give their bodies to the family mold. 

I wish'd that thou sbould'st live the life they livd. 

But 'tis a long time to look back, my Son, 

And see so little gain from sixty years. 

These fields were bnrtben'd when they came to me ; 

Till I was forty years of age, not more 



D51z=.JnGOOglC 



320 

Tban half of my iaheritaace was mine. 
I toil'd and toil'd ; God bleu'd me la my work, 
Ajid 'till these three weeki past the land was iiree. 
—It looks as if it never could endure 
Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke, 
If I judge ill for th<x, but it seems good 
That ihou ahould'st go." At this the Old Man paus'd, 
. Then, pointing to the Stones near which they stood. 
Thus, afler a short silence, he resum'd : 
" This was a work for us, and now, my Son, 
It is a work for me. But, lay one Stone — 
Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands. 
1 for the purpose brought thee to ttiis place. 
Nay, Boy, be of good hope :— we both may livi 
To see a better day. At eighty-four 
I still am strong and stout ; — do thou thy par^ 
I will do mine. — I will begin again 
With many tasks that were resign'd to thee ; 
Up to the heights, and in among the storms. 
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Will I without thee go again, aod do 
All works which I was wont to do alone. 

Before I knew thy fece. Heaven bless thee, Bof ! 

Thj heart these two weeks has been beating fait 
With many hopes — it (hould be »o — ya — yes — 
I knew that thon could'st never have a wish 
To leave me, Luke, thou haat been bound to me 
Only by links of love, when thoa art gone 
What will be'left to us t — Bat, I forget 
My purposes. Lay now the corner-stone. 
As I requested, and hereafter, Luke, 
When thou art gone away, should evil men 
Be thy companions, let this Sheep-fold be 
Thy anchor and thy shield ; amid all fear 
And all temptation, tet it be to thee 
An emUem of the life thy Fathers liv'd. 
Who, b«Dg innocent, did for that cause 
Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well- 
When thon retum'st, thou in this place wilt see 
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A work which ii not here, a covenant- 
Twill be betiveeii us -" but whatever &te 

Betall thee, I ihall Jove thee to the last. 
And bear thjr memory with me to the grave." 

The Shepherd ended here ; and Lube itoqp'i down, 
AndaahisFatherhadrequestedi laid 
The first stoucof the Sheep-fald j at the right 
The Old Man'i grief broke from him, to liis hesrt 
He presi'd his Sod, he kissed liim and wept j 
And to the House together they rettuu'd. 

Next mommg, ai had been reaolv'd, the Sof 
Began his jountef , and when lie liad roach'd 
The public Way, he put on a bold face; 
And all the Neighbours as be pass'd their domi 
Came forth, with wishes and withlarewell ^my'n. 
That ibilow'd him 'till he -wu oat of sight 
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A good report did from their KinscnaD come, 

Of Luteandhis well-dcnngj andtbeBoj 

■Wrote loving letters, full of wond'roui news. 

Which, as the House-wife phrased it, were througbont 

The prettiest letters that were ever eeca. 

Both parents read them with rejdciDg hearts. 

So, many months pasi'd on : and once again 

The Shepherd went about bis daily work 

With confident and cheeiful thoughts ; and now . 

Sometimes when he could &nd a leisure hour 

He to that valley took his way, and there 

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Lake began ' 

To slacken in bis duty, and at length 

He in the dissolute dty gave himself 

To evil courses : ignominy and shame 

Fell on him, so that be was driven at last 

To seek a hiding-place beyond the leai. 
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lliere U a comfort In the itiength of love ; 

Twill make a ibiag endurable, whicli else 

WoQld break the heart : — Old Michael found it fo. 

I have coovcrs'd with more than odc who well 

Remember the Old Man, and what he wai 

Years afler he had heard thia heavy news. 

His bodily frame had been from youth to age 

Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 

He went, and still look'd up upon the sun, 

And listen'd to the wind; and as before 

Pcr&rm'd all kiads of labour for bis Sheep, 

And for the land his small inheritance. 

And to that hollow Dell from time to time 

Did he repair, to bwld the Fold of whith 

His flock had need. 'Tis not ^gotten yet 

The pity which was (hen in every heart 

For the Old Man — and 'tis believ'd by all 

That many and many a day he thithei went, ' 

And never lifted up a single stone. 
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There, bj the Sheep-fbid, tometiinei wai he seen 
Sitting alone, with that hu fuGh&il Dog, 
Then old, beaide him, lying at bis feet. 
The length of full seven years from time to time 
He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrooght, 
And'lefl the work imfioished whm be died. 

Three years, or little more, did Isabel, 

Sorriveber Husband ; at her death the estate 

Was sold, and went into a Stranger's hand. 

The Cottage which was nam'd llie Evening Star 

la gone, the ploughshare has been through the ground 

Od which it stood ; great changes have been wrcmght 

In all the neigbboarhood, yet the Oak is left 

Hut grew beaide their Door ; aikd the remains 

Of (he anguished Slieep-fold may be seen 

Beside the boisterous brook of Green-head GiU. 

Vol, II. P 
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K0TE3 TO TBI POEM o» THE BROTHERS. 



Page 20— line SO " Theie » 
tide bj i[<]e.'' The impressive 
aSodly look place some years ago in this coantiy, upon an 
eminence called Kidstow Pike, one of the bighest of the 
mountains thai surround Hawes-water. The summit of the 
pike was hiiicken by lighming ; and every trace of one of the 
fbuntaiDS disappeared, while the other continued to Sow as 



Rige an— line j " The thought of death sit* easy on the 
man," t.c. There is not any-thlng more worthy of remark 
In the manners of the inhabitants of these mountains, than 
the tranquillity, 1 might say indifference, with which they 
think and talk upon the subjeft of death. Some of the coun- 
try church-yards, as here described, do not contain a sin|^e 
lorabstcne, and most of ihem have ■ very imall number. 
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itPOEM or MICHAEL. 



Page 913— line 14 "Theie'i Ricbvd Batemin," kc. The 
story alluded to here is well known in the country. The 
cbapel is called Ingi Chapel ; and i* on ihe light hand ^dc 
of the road leading from Kendal (o Amblejide. 



Page ai7— line 4 " • had design'd to build a aheep. 

tali." Ac. It may be proper to inform some readers, that ■ 
sbeep-fOld in these mountains is an unroofed building ofstoiie 
nails, with diSerent diTisioni, II is generally placid by the 
side of a biDok, for the convenience of washing the sheep ; 
but it is also uuful *s a shelter foi (hem, and as a place to 
driie Ihem into, to enable the shepherds ctwiTCnienlly to 
single out one or mare for any particular purpose. 
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Ptthee, p. tl. Une ll, fc( LmiMI*— fod LoctediM. 
Cige 149, line), toI, iuplice ■ comma after the woidt 

" diaoontolate cteatnre," isd omit the comma 

■Act " perbaps" 

Fi(ei47,liiie s,to1. ii.foi" both gicjrdtniipcta" 
tubuituic Bfcj, Mukt, and green. 
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